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DIALOGUE. 


S  T  SL  E  P  H  O  N. 

T>R'YTHEE  now,  fond  fool,  give  o'er  j 
-*-     Since  my  heart  is  gone  before. 
To  what  purpofe  fhould  I  ftay  ? 
Love  commands  another  way. 

D  A  P  H  >f  E. 

Perjur'd  fwain,  I  knew  the  time 
When  diflembling  was  your  crime. 
In  pity  now  employ  that  art, 
\Miich  firft  betray'd,  to  eafe  my  heart. 

S  T  R  E  P  H  O  N, 

Women  can  with  pleafure  feign  : 
Men  diflemble  ftill  with  pain. 
WTiat  advantage  will  it  prove. 
If  I  lye,  who  cannot  love  ? 

DAPHNE, 

Tell  me  then  the  reafon,  why 
Love  from  hearts  in  love  does  fly  ? 
WTiy  the  bird  will  build  a  neft. 
Where  (he  ne'er  intends  to  rell  ? 

STREPHON, 

Love,  like  other  little  boys-. 
Cries  for  hearts,  as  they  for  toys : 

B  i  Which 
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Which  when  gain'd,  in  childifh  play. 
Wantonly  are  thrown  away, 

DAPHNE. 

Still  on  wing,  or  on  his  knees. 
Love  does  nothing  by  degrees  : 
Bafely  flying  when  mofl:  priz'd. 
Meanly  fawning  when  defpis'd. 
Flattering  or  infulting  ever. 
Generous  and  grateful  never : 
All  his  joys  are  fleeting  dreams. 
All  his  woes  fevere  extremes. 

STREPHON. 

Nymph,  unjuflily  you  inveigh  ; 
Love,  like  us,  mufl:  Fate  obey. 
Since  'tis  Nature's  law  to  change, 
Conftancy  alone  is  ftrange. 
See  the  heavens  in  lightnings  break. 
Next  in  ftorms  of  thunder  fpeak ; 
Till  a  kind  rain  from  above 
Makes  a  calm — fo  'tis  in  love. 
Flames  begin  our  firft  addrefs. 
Like  meeting  thunder  we  embrace  : 
Then,  you  know,  the  fhowers  that  fall 
Quench  the  fire,  and  quiet  all. 

DAPHNE. 

How  (hould  I  the  fliowers  forget  ? 
'Twas  fo  pleafant  to  be  wet ! 
They  kill'd  love,  I  knew  it  well, 
I  dy'd  all  the  while  they  fell. 

Say 
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Say  at  leaft  what  nymph  it  is, 
Robs  my  breaft  of  fo  much  blifs  ? 
If  fhe  's  fair,  I  fhall  be  eas'd. 
Through  my  ruin  you  '11  be  pleas'd. 

STR  E  P  H  o  N, 

Daphne  never  was  fo  fair, 
Strephon,  fcarcely,  fo  fmcere. 
Gentle,  innocent,  and  free. 
Ever  pleas'd  with  only  me. 
Many  charms  my  heart  enthral. 
But  there  's  one  above  them  all : 
With  averfion,  fhe  does  fly 
Tedious,  trading,  conftancy. 

DAPHNE. 

Cruel  (hepherd  !  I  fubmit. 
Do  what  love  and  you  think  fit ; 
Change  is  fate,  and  not  defign. 
Say  you  would  have  ftill  been  mine. 

STREPHON. 

Nymph,  I  cannot  •.  'tis  too  true. 
Change  has  greater  chnrms  than  you. 
Be,  by  my  example,  wife  ; 
laith  to  pleafure  facrifice. 

DAPHNE. 

Silly  fwain,  I'll  have  you  know, 
'Twas  my  praftice  long  ago  : 
Whilft  you  vainly  thought  me  true> 
I  was  faife,  infcorn  of  you. 

E  3  By 
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By  my  tears,  my  heart's  difguife, 
I  thy  love  and  thee  defpife. 
Womankind  more  joy  difcovers 
Making  fools,  than  keeping  lovers. 


A    PASTORAL    DIALOGUE 

B  E  T  V/  E  E  N 

ALEXIS     AND     STREPHON. 

Written  at  the  Bath  in  the  Year  1674. 

ALEXIS. 

nPHERE  fghs  not  on  the  plain 

-^       So  loft  a  fwain  as  I  j 
Scorch'd  up  with  love,  froze  with  difdain. 
Of  killing  fweetnefs  I  complain. 

STREPHON. 

If  'tis  Ccrinna,  die. 
Since  firft  my  dazzled  eyes  were  thrown 

On  that  bewitching  face. 
Like  ruin'd  birds  robb'd  of  their  young. 
Lamenting,  frighted,  and  undone, 

I  fly  from  place  to  place. 
Fram'd  by  fome  cruel  powers  above. 
So  nice  (he  is,  and  fair ; 
None  from  undoing  can  remove 
Since  all,  v/ho  are  not  blind,  muft  love; 

Who  are  not  vain,  defpair. 

ALEXIS. 
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ALEXIS. 

The  gods  no  fooner  give  a  grace. 

But,  fond  of  their  own  art. 
Severely  jealous,  ever  place. 
To  guard  the  glories  of  a  face, 

A  dragon  in  the  heart. 
Proud  and  ill-natur'd  powers  they  are. 

Who,  peevifh  to  mankind. 
For  their  own  honour's  fake,  with  care 
Make  a  fweet  form  divinely  fair : 

Then  add  a  cruel  mind. 

STREPHON. 

Since  fhe  's  infenfible  of  love. 

By  honour  taught  to  hate ; 
If  we,  forc'd  by  decrees  above, 
Muft  fenfible  to  beauty  prove. 

How  tyrannous  is  Fate  ! 
I  to  the  nymph  have  never  nam'd 

The  caufe  of  all  my  pain, 

ALEXIS. 

Such  bafhfulnefs  may  well  be  blam'd  j 
For,  lince  to  fer\'e  we  're  not  a{ham'd. 
Why  (hould  (he  blufh  to  reign  ? 

STREPHON, 

But,  if  her  haughty  heart  defpife 

My  humble  proffer'd  one. 
The  juft  compafTion  fhe  denies, 
I  may  obtain  from  others'  eyes ; 

Hers  are  not  fair  alone, 

B  4,  Devouring 
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Devouring  flames  require  new  food ; 

My  heart  's  confum'd  almoft  : 
New  fires  muft  kindle  in  her  blood. 
Or  mine  go  out,  and  that  's  as  good. 

ALEXIS. 

Would'ft  live  when  love  is  loft  ? 
Be  dead  before  thy  paffion  dies ; 

For  if  thou  fhould'll  furvive, 
"What  anguifti  would  thy  heart  furprize. 
To  fee  her  flames  begin  to  rife. 

And  thine  no  more  alive  ? 

STREPHON. 

Rather  what  pleafure  fhould  I  meet 

In  my  triumphant  fcorn. 
To  fee  my  tyrant  at  my  feet ; 
While,  taught  by  her,  unmov'd  I  fit 

A  tyrant  in  my  turn. 

ALEXIS. 

Ungentle  Ihepherd  !  ceafe,  for  fliame. 

Which  wky  can  you  pretend 
To  merit  fo  divine  a  flame. 
Who  to  dull  life  make  a  mean  claim. 

When  love  is  at  an  end  ? 
As  trees  are  by  their  bark  embrac'd. 

Love  to  my  foul  doth  cling  ; 
When  torn  by  the  herd's  greedy  tafte. 
The  injur'd  plants  feel  they  're  defac'd. 

They  wither  in  the  fpring. 


My 
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My  rifled  love  would  foon  retire, 

DifTolving  into  air. 
Should  I  that  nymph  ceafe  to  admire, 
Blefs'd  in  whofe  arms  I  will  expire. 

Or  at  her  feet  defpair. 

THE      ADVICE. 

ALL  things  fubmit  themfelves  to  your  command. 
Fair  Caelia,  when  it  does  not  love  withftand: 
The  power  it  borrows  from  your  eyes  alone ; 
All  but  the  god  muft  yield  to,  who  has  none. 
Were  he  not  blind,  fuch  are  the  charms  you  have. 
He  'd  quit  his  godhead  to  become  your  flave  : 
Be  proud  to  aft  a  mortal  hero's  part. 
And  throw  himfelf  for  fame  on  his  own  dart. 
But  fate  has  otherwife  difpos'd  of  things. 
In  different  bands  fubjefted  flaves  and  kings : 
Fetter'd  in  forms  of  royal  ftate  are  they. 
While  we  enjoy  the  freedom  to  obey. 
That  fate,  like  you,  refiftlefs  does  ordain 
To  Love,  that  over  Beauty  he  (hall  reign» 
By  harmony  the  univerfe  does  move. 
And  what  is  harmony  but  mutual  love  ? 
Who  would  refift  an  empire  fo  divine. 
Which  univerfal  nature  does  enjoin  ? 
See  gentle  brooks,  how  quietly  they  glide, 
Kiffing  the  rugged  banks,  on  either  fide ; 
While  in  their  cryftal  ftreams  at  once  they  (how. 
And  with  them  feed  the  flowers  which  they  beftow  : 

Though 
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Though  rudely  throng'd  by  a  too  near  embrace. 

In  gentle  murmurs  they  keep  on  their  pace 

To  the  lov'd  fea ;  for  ftreams  have  their  defires ; 

Cool  as  they  are,  they  feel  love's  powerful  fires. 

And  with  fuch  paiTion,  that  if  any  force. 

Stop  or  moleft  them  in  their  amorous  courfe. 

They  fwell,  break  down  with  rage,  and  ravage  o'er 

The  banks  they  kifs'd,  and  flowers  they  fed  before. 

Submit  then,  Ca;lia,  ere  you  be  reduc'd. 

For  rebels,  vanquifli'd  once,  are  vilely  us'd. 

Beauty  's  no  more  but  the  dead  foil,  which  Love 

Manures,  and  does  by  wife  commerce  improve : 

Sailing  by  fighs,  through  feas  of  tears,  he  fends 

Courtfhips  from  foreign  hearts,  for  your  own  ends ; 

Cherifh  the  trade,  for  as  with  Indians  we 

Get  gold  and  jewels,  for  our  trumpery. 

So  to  each  other,  for  their  ufelefs  toys. 

Lovers  afford  whole  magazines  of  joys. 

But,  if  you  're  fond  of  baubles,  be,  and  flarve. 

Your  gewgaw  reputation  flill  preferve  : 

Live  upon  modefty  and  empty  fame. 

Foregoing  fenfe  for  a  fantaftic  name. 


THE 
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THE    DISCOVERY. 

C^LI  A,  that  faithful  fervant  you  difown. 
Would  in  obedience  keep  his  love  his  own : 
But  bright  ideas,  fuch  as  you  infpire. 
We  can  no  more  conceal  than  not  admire. 
My  heart  at  home  in  ray  own  breaft  did  dwell. 
Like  humble  hermit  in  a  peaceful  cell : 
Unknown  and  undifturb'd  it  refted  there. 
Stranger  alike  to  Hope  and  to  Defpair. 
Now  Love  with  a  tumultuous  train  invades 
The  facred  quiet  of  thofe  hallow'd  fhades ; 
His  fatal  flames  Ihine  out  to  every  eye. 
Like  blazing  comets  in  a  winter  Iky. 
How  can  my  paffion  merit  your  oifence. 
That  challanges  fo  little  recompence  ? 
For  I  am  one  born  only  to  admire. 
Too  humble  e'er  to  hope,  fcarce  to  defire. 
A  thing,  whofe  blifs  depends  upon  your  will. 
Who  would  be  proud  you'd  deign  to  ufe  him  ill. 
Then  give  me  leave  to  glory  in  my  chain. 
My  fruitlefs  fighs,  and  my  unpity'd  pain. 
Let  me  but  ever  love,  and  ever  be 
Th'  example  of  your  power  and  cruelty. 
Since  fo  much  fcorn  does  in  your  breaft  refide. 
Be  more  indulgent  to  its  mother  Pride. 
Kill  all  you  ftrike,  and  trample  on  their  graves ; 
But  own  the  fates  of  your  neglefted  flaves ; 

When 
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When  in  the  crowd  yours  undiftinguifh'd  lies 
You  give  away  the  triumph  of  your  eyes. 
Perhaps  (obtaining  this)  you  '11  think  I  find 
More  mercy,  than  your  anger  has  defign'd : 
But  Love  ha:  carefully  delign'd  for  me. 
The  laft  perfe(Jtioii  of  mifery. 
For  to  my  ftate  the  hopes  of  doinmon  peace. 
Which  every  wretch  enjoys  in  death,  muft  ceafe. 
My  worft  of  fates  attend  me  in  my  grave. 
Since,  dying,  I  muft  be  no  more  your  flave. 

WOMAN'S    HONOUR. 
A  SONG. 

I. 

LOVE  bid  me  hope,  and  I  obey'dj, 
Phillis  continued  ftill  unkind  : 
Then  you  may  e'en  defpair,  he  faid. 
In  vain  I  ftrive  to  change  her  mind, 
II. 
Honour's  got  in,  and  keeps  her  heart, 

Durft  he  but  venture  once  abroad. 
In  my  own  right  I  'd  take  your  part» 
And  Ihew  myfelf  a  mightier  god. 
III. 
This  huffing  Honour  domineers 

In  breafts,  where  he  alone  has  place  i 
But  if  true  generous  Love  appears. 
The  heftor  dares  not  Ihew  his  face. 

IV.  Let 
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IV. 
Let  me  ftill  languifh  and  complain, 

Ee  moft  inhumanly  deny'd  : 
I  have  fome  pleafure  in  ray  pain. 

She  can  have  none  with  all  her  pride. 
V. 
I  fall  a  facrifice  to  Love, 

She  lives  a  wretch  for  Honour's  fake, 
Whofe  tyrant  does  moft  cruel  prove. 

The  difference  is  not  hard  to  make. 

VI. 

Confider  Real  Honour  then, 

You'll  find  hers  cannot  be  the  fame ; 

'Tis  noble  confidence  in  men. 
In  women  mean  miftruftful  fhame. 

GRECIAN     KINDNESS 
A  SONG. 

I. 

THE  utmoft  grace  the  Greeks  could  fhew, 
WTien  to  the  Trojans  they  grew  kind. 
Was  with  their  arms  to  let  them  go. 

And  leave  their  lingering  wives  behind. 
They  beat  the  men,  and  burnt  the  town  j 
Then  all  the  baggage  was  their  own. 

II. 
There  the  kind  deity  of  wine 

Kifi'd  the  fcft  wanton  god  of  love ; 

This 


H 
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This  clapp'd  his  wings,  that  prefs'd  his  vine  ; 

And  their  beft  powers  united  move. 
While  each  brave  Greek  embrac'd  his  punk, 

Lull'd  her  afleep,  and  then  grew  drunk. 


THE     MISTRESS. 

A  SONG. 

I. 

AN  age,  in  her  embraces  paft. 
Would  feem  a  winter's  day ; 
Where  life  and  light,  with  envious  hafte. 
Are  torn  and  fnatch'd  away. 
II. 
But,  oh !  how  flowly  minutes  roll. 

When  abfent  from  her  eyes ; 
That  fed  my  love,  which  is  my  foul. 
It  languifties  and  dies. 
III. 
For  then,  no  more  a  foul  but  ftiade. 

It  mournfully  does  move  ; 
And  haunts  my  breaft,  by  abfence  made 
The  living  tomb  of  love. 
IV. 
You  wifer  men  defpife  me  not ; 
Whofe  love-fick  fancy  raves. 
On  (hades  of  fouls,  and  heaven  knows  what : 
Short  ages  live  in  graves. 

V.  Whene'er 
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V. 
Whene'er  thofe  wounding  eyes,  fo  full 

Of  fweetnefs  you  did  fee. 
Had  you  not  been  profoundly  dull. 

You  had  gone  mad  like  me. 
VI. 
Nor  cenfure  us,  you  who  perceive 

My  beft-belov'd  and  me. 
Sigh  and  lament,  complain  and  grieve. 

You  think  we  difagree. 

VII. 

Alas !  'tis  facred  jealoufy. 

Love  rais'd  to  an  extreme ; 
The  only  proof,  'twixt  them  and  me. 

We  love,  and  do  not  dream, 

VIII. 

Fantaftic  fancies  fondly  move. 

And  in  frail  joys  believe  : 
Taking  falfe  pleafure  for  true  love  ; 

But  pain  can  ne'er  deceive. 
IX. 
Kind  jealous  doubts,  tormenting  fears. 

And  anxious  cares,  when  paft. 
Prove  our  heart's  treafure  fix'd  and  dear. 

And  make  us  blefs'd  at  laft. 


A  SONG. 
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A  SONG. 

I. 

ABSENT  from  thee  I  languifli  ftill  j 
Then  aik  me  not.  When  I  return  ? 
The  ftraying  fool  't  will  plainly  kill. 
To  wifti  all  day,  all  night  to  mourn. 
II. 
Dear,  from  thine  arms  then  let  me  fly. 

That  my  fantaftic  mind  may  prove 
The  torments  it  deferves  to  try. 

That  tears  my  fix'd  heart  from  my  love. 
III. 
When  wearied  with  a  world  of  woe 

To  thy  fafe  bofom  I  retire. 
Where  love,  and  peace,  and  truth,  does  flow. 
May  I  contented  there  expire  1 
IV. 
Left,  once  more  wandering  from  that  heaven* 

I  fall  on  fome  bafe  heart  unbleft  j 
Faithlefs  to  thee,  falfe,  unforgiven. 
And  lofe  my  everlafting  reft. 

A  SONG. 

1, 

PHILLIS,  be  gentler,  I  advife. 
Make  up  for  time  mif-fpent. 
When  beauty  on  its  death-bed  lies, 

'Tis  high  time  to  repent.  ^^^  ^^^^ 
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II. 
Such  is  the  malice  of  your  fate. 

That  makes  you  old  fo  foon  ; 
Your  pleafure  ever  comes  too  late. 

How  early  e'er  begun. 
HI. 
Think  what  a  wretched  thing  is  (he, 

Whofe  ftars  contrive,  in  fpight. 
The  morning  of  her  love  fhould  be 

Her  fading  beauty's  night. 
IV. 
Then  if,  to  make  your  ruin  more. 

You  '11  peevifnly  be  coy. 
Die  with  the  fcandal  of  a  whore. 

And  never  know  the  joy. 

TO      CO  'R    INN    A. 

A  SONG. 

I. 

"Y^T"  K  A T  cruel  pains  Corinna  takes, 

»  V       To  force  that  harmlefs  frown  ; 
When  not  one  cliarm  her  face  forfakes. 

Love  cannot  lofe  his  own. 
II. 
So  fweet  a  face,  fo  foft  a  heart. 

Such  eyes  fo  very  kind, 
Betray,  alas !  the  filly  art 

Virtue  had  ill  defign'd. 
Vol.  XV.  C  III.  Poor 
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III. 

Poor  feeble  tyrant !  v/ho  in  vain 

Would  proudly  take  upon  her, 
Againft  kind  Nature  to  maintain 

AfFefted  rules  of  honour. 
IV. 
The  fcorn  fhe  bears  fo  helplefs  proves. 

When  I  plead  paflion  to  her, 
That  much  fhe  fears  (but  more  fhe  loves) 

Her  vaflal  Ihould  undo  her. 


LOVE     AND     LIFE> 

A  SONG. 

,1.       -'       .  . 

ALL  my  paft  life  is  mine  no  more. 
The  flying  hours  are  gone  : 
Like  tranfilory  dreams  given  o'er, 
Whofe  images  are  kept  in  ftore 
By  memory  alone. 

II. 
The  time  that  is  to  come  is  net; 

How  can  it  then  be  mine  ? 
The  prefent  moment  *s  all  my  lot ; ,  ; 

And  that,  as  faft  as  it  is  got, 
Willis,  is  only  thiue« 

...  ■    IIL  Thea    i 


ROCHESTER'S     POEMS.  19 

III. 
Then  talk  not  of  inconftancv, 

Falfe  hearts,  and  broken  vows ; 
If  I,  by  miracle,  can  be 
This  live-long  minute  true  to  thee, 

'Tis  all  that  heaven  allows. 


A  SONG. 

I. 
TT7H1LE  on  thofe  lovely  looks  I  gaze, 

^  ^       To  fee  a  wretch  purfiiino. 
In  raptures  of  a  blefs'd  amaze. 

His  pleafing  happy  ruin  : 
'Tis  not  for  pit}-  that  I  move  ; 

His  fate  is  too  afpiring, 
Whofe  heart,  broke  with  a  load  of  love. 

Dies  wifhing  and  admiring. 
II. 
But  if  this  murder  you  'd  foreo-o. 

Your  Have  from  death  removing  ; 
Let  me  your  art  of  charming  know. 

Or  learn  you  mine  of  loving. 
But,  whether  life  or  death  betide. 

In  love  'tis  equal  meafure  ; 
The  viftor  lives  with  empty  pride. 

The  vanquifh'd  die  with  pleafure. 


C  a  A  SONG. 
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A  SONG. 

I. 

TO  this  moment  a  rebel,  I  throw  down  my  arms. 
Great  Love,  at  firft  fight  of  Olinda's  bright  charms: 
Made  proud  and  fecure  by  fuch  forces  as  thefe. 
You  may  now  play  the  tyrant  as  foon  as  you  pleafe, 

II. 
When  innocence,  beauty,  and  wit,  do  confpire 
To  betray,  and  engage,  and  inflame  my  defire  ; 
Why  fhould  I  decline  what  I  cannot  avoid. 
And  let  pleafing  hope  by  bafe  fear  be  deftroy'd  ? 

III. 
Her  innocence  cannot  contrive  to  undo  me. 
Her  beauty  's  inclin'd,  or  why  fhould  it  purfue  me  ? 
•  And  wit  has  to  pleafure  been  ever  a  friend  ; 
Then  what  room  for  defpair,  fince  delight  is  Love's  end  ? 

IV. 
There  can  be  no  danger  in  fweetnefs  and  youth. 
Where  love  is  fecur'd  by  good-nature  and  truth. 
On  her  beauty  I  '11  gaze,  and  of  pleafure  complain  ; 
While  every  kind  look,  adds  a  link  to  ray  chain. 

V. 
*Tis  more  to  maintain,  than  it  was  to  furprize. 
But  her  wit  leads  in  triumph  the  flave  of  her  eyes : 
I  beheld,  with  tl:e  lofs  of  my  freedom  before ; 
But,  hearing,  for  ever  muft  ferve  and  adore. 

VL  Too 


I 
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VI. 
Too  bright  is  my  goddefs,  her  temple  too  weak  ; 
Retire*  divine  image !  I  feel  my  heart  break. 
Help,  Love ;  I  drflblve  in  a  rapture  of  charms. 
At  the  thought  of  thofe  joys  I  fhould  meet  in  her  arms. 


UPON 

HIS  LEAVING  HIS  MISTRESS, 

I. 
'THIS  not  that  I  am  weary  grown 

-*-    Of  being  yours,  and  yours  alone  : 
But  with  what  face  can  I  incline 
To  damn  you  to  be  only  mine  : 
You,  whom  fome  kinder  power  did  faOiion,  -i 

By  merit,  and  by  inclination,  I 

The  joy  at  lea'ft  of  a  whole  nation  ?  J 

II. 

Let  meaner  fpirits  of  your  fex. 
With  humble  aims  their  thoughts  perplex  : 
And  boaft,  if,  by  their  arts,  they  can 
Contrive  to  make  one  happy  man. 
While,  mov'd  by  an  impartial  fenfe,. 
Favours,  like  Nature,  you  difpenfe. 
With  univerfal  influence. 


} 


C3 
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UPON 

DRINKING    IN    A    BOWL. 

I. 

VULCAN,  contrive *ne  fuch  a  cup 
As  Neflor  us'd  of  old  ; 
Shew  all  thy  flcill  to  trim  it  up, 
Damafk  it  round  with  gold. 
II. 
Make  it  fo  large,  that,  fill'd  with  fack 

Up  to  the  fwelling  brim, 
Vaft  toafts  on  the  delicious  lake. 
Like  fhips  at  fea,  may  fwim. 
III. 
Engrave  not  battle  on  his  cheek ; 
With  war  I  've  nought  to  do  ; 
I  'm  none  of  thofe  that  took  Maeftrick, 
Nor  Yarmouth  leaguer  knew. 
IV. 
Let  it  no  name  of  planets  tell, 

Fix'd  ftars,  or  conftellations : 
For  I  am  no  Sir  Sidrophel, 
Nor  none  of  his  relations. 
V. 
But  carve  thereon  a  fpreading  vine ; 

Then  add  two  lovely  boys  ; 
Their  limbs  in  amorous  folds  intwine. 
The  type  of  future  joys. 

VL  Cupid 
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VI. 

Cupid  and  Bacchus  my  faints  are. 

May  drink  and  love  ftill  reign  ! 
With  wine  I  warti  away  my  cares. 

And  then  to  Love  aq;ain. 


A         SONG. 

I. 

AS  Chloris  full  of  harmlefs  thoughts 
Beneath  a  willow  lay. 
Kind  Love  a  youthful  fhepherd  brought. 
To  pafs  the  time  away. 

II. 
She  blufh'd  to  be  encounter'd  fo. 
And  chid  the  amorous  fwain  ; 
But,  as  fhe  ftrove  to  rife  and  go. 
He  pull'd  her  down  again. 
III. 
A  fudden  pafllon  feiz'd  her  heart. 

In  fpight  of  her  difdain ;  .       .         •  , 

She  found  a  pulfe  in  every  part. 
And  Io\x  in  evesy  vein. 

IV. 
Ah,  youth !  (faid  (he)  what  charms  are  tliefe. 

That  conquer  and  furprize  ? 
Ah  !  let  me — for,  unlefs  you  pleafe, 
I  have  no  power  to  rife. 

C  4  V,  She 
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V. 

She  fainting  fpoke,  and  trembling  lay. 

For  fear  he  ftiould  comply ; 
Her  lovely  eyes  her  heart  betray. 

And  give  her  tongue  the  lye. 

VI. 
Thus  file,  who  princes  had  deny'd. 

With  all  their  pomp  and  train. 
Was  in  the  lucky  minute  try'd^ 

And  yielded  to  a  fvvain. 


A  SON 


GIVE  me  leave  to  rail  at  you, 
I  alk  nothing  but  my  due ; 
To  call  you  falfe,  and  then  to  fay 
You  fhall  not  keep  my  heart  a  day  J 
But,  alas  !  againft  my  will, 
I  mult  be  your  captive  ftill. 
Ah !  be  kinder  then ;  for  I 
Cannot  change,  and  would  not  di&» 

II. 

Kindnefs  has  refiftlefs  charms. 
All  belides  but  weakly  move, 
Fierceft  anger  it  difarms. 
And  clips  the  wings  of  flying  love» 


Beautjf 
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Beauty  does  the  heart  invade, 
Kindnefs  only  can  perfuade ; 
It  gilds  the  lover's  fervile  chain. 
And  makes  the  flaves  grow  pleas'd  again. 


THE      ANSWER. 


NOTHING  adds  to  your  fond  fire 
More  than  fcorn,  and  cold  difdain  : 
I,  to  cherifli  your  defire, 

Kindnefs  us'd,  but  't  was  in  vain, 

II. 
You  infifted  on  your  Have, 

Humble  love  you  foon  refus'd  ; 
Hope  not  then  a  power  to  have 

Which  inglorioufly  you  us'd. 

III. 
Think  not,  Thyrfis,  I  will  e'er 

By  my  love  my  empire  lofe  ; 
You  grow  conftant  through  defpair. 

Love  return'd  you  v/ould  abufe* 

IV. 

Though  you  ftill  poflefs  my  heart. 

Scorn  and  rigour  I  muft  feign  i 
Ah  !  forgive  that  only  art 

Love  has  left  your  love  to  gain, 

V.  YoH 
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V. 

You  that  could  my  heart  fubdue. 

To  new  conquefts  ne'er  pretend  : 
Let  th'  example  make  me  true. 

And  of  a  conquer'd  foe  a  friend, 
VI. 
Then,  if  e'er  I  (hould  complain 

Of  your  empire,  or  my  chain, 
Summon  all  the  powerful  charms. 

And  kill  the  rebel  in  your  arms* 


CONSTANCY. 
A  SONG. 

I. 

I  Cannot  change,  as  others  do. 
Though  you  unjuftly  fcorn  ; 
Since  that  poor  fwain  that  fighs  for  you. 

For  you  alone  was  born. 
No,  Phillis,  no,  your  heart  to  move 

A  furer  way  I  'II  try  ; 
And,  to  revenge  my  flighted  love. 

Will  ftill  love  on,  will  ftill  love  on,  and  die, 

11. 
When,  kill'd  with  grief,  Amyntas  lies. 

And  you  to  mind  fhall  call 
The  fighs  that  now  unpity'd  rife, 
The  tears  that  vainly  fall ; 

That 


ROCHESTER'S    POEMS.  27 

That  welcome  hour  that  ends  this  fraart. 

Will  then  begin  your  pain  ; 
For  fuch  a  faithful  tender  heart 

Can  never  break,  can  never  break  in  vain. 

A  SONG. 

I. 

MY  dear  miftrefs  has  a  heart 
Soft  as  thofe  kind  looks  ftie  gave  me. 
When,  with  love's  refiftlefs  art. 

And  her  eyes,  fhe  did  enflave  me. 
But  her  conftancy's  fo  weak. 

She  's  fo  wild  and  apt  to  wander. 
That  my  jealous  heart  would  break. 
Should  we  live  one  day  afunder. 

II. 
Melting  joys  about  her  move. 

Killing  pleafures,  wounding  blifles  : 
She  can  drefs  her  eyes  in  love, 

And  her  lips  can  warm  with  kiffes. 
Angels  liften  when  fhe  fpeaks. 

She  's  my  delight,  all  mankind's  wonder  j 
Eut  my  jealous  heart  would  break, 

Should  we  live  one  day  afunder. 


A   SONG, 
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A  SONG, 

In  Imitation  of  Sir  John  Eatok^ 

I. 

TO O  late,  alas !  I  muft  confefs,. 
You  need  not  arts  to  move  me  j 
Such  charms  by  nature  you  pofTefs, 
'Twere  madnefs  not  to  love  ye. 

II. 
Then  fpare  a  heart  you  may  furprize. 

And  give  my  tongue  the  glory 
To  boaiV,  though  my  unfaithful  eyes 

Betray  a  tender  ftory* 

A  LETTER 

From    ARTEMISA   in   the  Town,, 
To  CLOE  IN  THE  Country. 

CLOE,  by  your  command  in  verfe  I  write ; 
Shortly  you  '11  bid  me  ride  aftride  and  fight ; 
Such  talents  better  with  our  fex  agree. 
Than  lofty  flights  of  dangerous  poetry. 
Among  the  men,  I  mean  the  men  of  wit, 
(At  lead  they  pafs'd  for  fuch  before  they  writ) 
How  many  bold  adventurers  for  the  b:iys. 
Proudly  defigning  large  returns  of  praife  ; 

Who 
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WTio  durft  that  ftormy  pathlefs  world  explore,  ^ 

Where  foondafh'dback.,and\vreck'd  on  the  dull  fhore. 


Broke  of  that  little  ftock  they  had  before  !  J 

How  would  a  woman's  tottering  barque  be  toft. 
Where  ftouteft  (hips  (the  men  of  wit)  are  loft  ! 
When  I  refleft  on  this,  I  ftraight  grow  wife. 
And  my  own  felf  I  gravely  thus  ad\  ife : 

Dear  Artemifa !  poetry  's  a  fnare ; 
Bedlam  has  many  manfions,  have  a  care ; 
Your  Mufe  diverts  you,  makes  the  reader  fad  ; 
You  think  yourfelf  infpir'd,  he  thinks  you  mad. 
Confider  too,  'twill  be  difcreetly  done. 
To  make  yourfelf  the  fiddle  of  the  town. 
To  find  th'  ill-humour'd  pleafure  at  their  need  : 
Curs'd  when  you  fail,  and  fcorn'd  when  you  fucceed. 
Thus,  like  an  arrant  woman  as  I  am,  -» 

No  fooner  well  ccnvinc'd  writing  's  a  fhame,  I 

That  Whore  is  fcarce  a  more  reproachful  name  f 

Than  Poetefs J 

Like  men  that  marry,  or  like  maids  that  woo, 
Becaufe  'tis  th'  very  worft  thing  they  can  do  : 
Pleas'd  with  the  contradidion  and  the  fin, 
Methinks  I  ftand  on  thorns  till  I  begin. 

Y'  expeft  to  hear,  at  leafr,  what  love  has  paft 
In  this  lewd  town,  fince  you  and  I  faw  laft ; 
What  change  has  happen'd  of  intrigues,  and  whether 
The  old  ones  laft,  and  who  and  who's  together. 
But  how,  my  deareft  Cloe,  fhould  I  fet 
My  pen  to  write  what  I  w  ould  fain  forget  I 

Or 
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Or  name  that  loft  thing  Love,  without  a  tear. 

Since  fo  debauch'd  by  ill-bred  cuftoms  here  ? 

Love,  the  moft  generous  paiTion  of  the  mind. 

The  fofteft  refuge  innocence  can  find  ; 

The  fafe  direftor  of  unguided  youth. 

Fraught  with  kind  wifhes,  and  fecur'd  by  truth  ; 

That  cordial-drop  heaven  in  our  cup  has  thrown. 

To  make  the  naufeous  draught  of  life  go  down  ; 

On  Vv'hich  one  only  bleffing  God  might  raife. 

In  lands  of  Atheifts,  fubfidies  of  praife : 

For  none  did  e'er  fo  dull  and  ftupid  prove. 

But  felt  a  God,  and  blefs'd  his  power,  in  love  : 

This  only  joy,  for  wluch  poor  we  are  made. 

Is  grown,  like  play,  to  be  an  arrant  trade  : 

I'he  rooks  creep  in,  and  it  has  got  of  late 

As  many  little  clicats  and  tricks  as  that ; 

But,  what  yet  more  a  woman's  heart  would  vex, 

'Tis  chiefly  carry'd  on  by  our  own  fex  ; 

Our  filly  fex,-  who  born,  like  monarchs,  free. 

Turn  Gipfies  for  a  meaner  liberty. 

And  hate  rellraint,  though  but  from  infamy  : 

That  call  whatever  is  not  common  nice. 

And,  deaf  to  Nature's  rule,  or  Love's  advice, 

Forfake  the  pleafure,  to  purfue  the  vice. 

To  an  exaft  perfe<ftion  they  have  brought 

The  aftion  Love,  the  paffion  is  forgot. 

*Tis  below  wit,  they  tell  you,  to  admire. 

And  ev'n  without  approving  they  defire  : 

Their  private  wifh  obeys  the  public  voice, 

'Twixt  eood  and  bad  whimfy  decides,  not  choice  : 

FalhioM- 


I 


} 
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Fafhions  grow  up  for  tafte,  at  forms  they  ftrike. 
They  know  what  they  would  have,  not  what  they  like, 
Bovy  's  a  beauty,  if  fome  few  agree 
To  call  him  fo,  the  reft  to  that  degree 
AfFeded  are,  that  with  their  ears  they  fee. 

Where  I  was  vifiting  the  other  night. 
Comes  a  fine  lady,  with  her  humble  knight. 
Who  had  prevail'd  with  her,  through  her  own  (kill. 
At  his  requeft,  though  much  againft  his  will. 

To  come  to  London 

As  the  coach  ftopt,  I  heard  her  voice,  more  loud 

Than  a  great-belly'd  woman's  in  a  croud ; 

Telling  the  knight,  that  her  affairs  require 

He,  for  fome  hours,  obfequioufly  retire. 

1  think  fhe  was  afham'd  he  (hould  be  feen  : 

Hard  fate  of  hulbands !  the  gallant  had  been. 

Though  a  difeas'd,  ill-favour'd  fool,  brought  in. 

Difpatch,  fays  (he,  the  bufmefs  you  pretend. 

Your  beaftly  vifit  to  your  drunken  friend, 

A  bottle  ever  makes  you  look  fo  fine ; 

Methinks  1  long  to  fmell  you  ftink  of  wine. 

Your  country  drinking  breath  's  enough  to  kill ; 

Sour  ale  correifted  with  a  lemon-peel. 

Pr'ythee,  farewell ;  we'll  meet  again  anon  : 

The  neceffary  thing  bows,  and  is  gone. 

She  flies  up  ftairs,  and  all  the  hafte  does  Iho^ 

That  fifty  antic  poftures  will  allow  ;  ? 

And  then  burf^s  out — Dear  m.adam,  am  not  I 

The  ftrangeft,  alter'd,  creature  :  let  me  die, 

I  find 


} 
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I  find  myfelf  ridiculoufly  grown, 

Embarraft  with  my  being  out  of  town  : 

Rude  and  untaught,  like  any  Indian  queen. 

My  country  nakednefs  is  plainly  feen. 

How  is  Love  govern'd  ?  Love  that  rules  the  ftate ; 

And  pray  who  are  the  men  moft  worn  of  late  ? 

When  I  was  marry'd,  fools  were  a-la-mode. 

The  men  of  wit  were  then  held  incommode : 

Slow  of  belief,  and  fickle  in  defire. 

Who,  ere  they  '11  be  perfuaded,  muft  enquire, 

As  if  they  came  to  fpy,  and  not  t'  admire : 

With  fearching  wifdom,  fatal  to  their  eafe. 

They  ftill  find  out  why  what  may  fhould  not  pleafe  ; 

Nay,  take  themfelves  for  injurd,  when  we  dare 

Make  them  think  better  of  us  than  we  are ; 

And  if  we  hide  our  frailties  from  their  fights. 

Call  us  deceitful  jilts  and  hypocrites ; 

They  little  guefs,  who  at  our  arts  are  griev'd. 

The  perfeft  joy  of  being  well  deceiv'd ; 

Inquifitive  as  jealous  cuckolds  grow  ;  "i 

Rather  than  not  be  knowing,  they  will  know  l- 

What,  being  known,  creates  their  certain  woe.  J 

Women  ihould  thefe,  of  all  mankind,  avoid, 

F©r  wonder,  by  clear  knowledge,  is  dcftroy'd. 

Woman,  who  is  an  arrant  bird  of  night. 

Bold  in  the  dufk,  before  a  fool's  dull  fight 

Muft  fly,  when  Rcafon  brings  the  glaring  light. 

But  the  kind  eafy  fool,  apt  to  admire 

Himfelf,  trufts  us ;  his  follies  all  confpire 

To  flatter  his,  and  favour  our  defire  : 

Vain 
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Vain  of  his  proper  merit,  he  with  cafe 
Believes  we  love  him  beft,  who  beft  can  pleafe ; 
On  him  our  grofs,  dull,  common  flatteries  pafs. 
Ever  moft  happy  when  moft  made  an  afs ; 
Heavy  to  apprehend,  though  all  mankind 
Perceive  us  falfe,  the  fop  hirafclf  is  blind ; 

Who,  doating  on  himfelf 

Thinks  every  one  that  fees  him  of  his  mind. 
Thefe  are  true  womens  men — Here,  forc'd  to  ceafe 
Through  want  of  breath,  not  will,  to  hold  her  peace. 
She  to  the  window  runs,  where  fhe  had  fpy'd 
Her  much-efteem'd  dear  friend,  the  monkey,  ty'd  ; 
With  forty  fmiles,  as  many  antic  bows. 
As  if  't  had  been  the  lady  of  the  houfe. 
The  dirty  chattering  monfter  (he  embrac'd. 
And  made  it  this  fine  tender  fpeech  at  laft  : 

Kifs  me,  thou  curious  miniature  of  man  ; 
How  odd  thou  art,  how  prett}',  how  japan! 
Oh  !  I  could  live  and  die  with  thee  :  then  on. 
For  half  an  hour,  in  com.pliments  (he  ran  : 
I  took  this  time  to  think  what  Nature  meant,  -n 

When  this  mixt  thing  into  the  world  (he  fent,  I 

So  very  wife,  yet  fo  impertinent :  J 

One  that  knows  every  thing  that  God  thouglu  fit. 
Should  be  an  afs  through  choice,  not  want  of  wit ; 
^^'hofe  foppery,  without  the  help  o{  fenfe. 
Could  ne'er  have  rofe  to  fuch  an  excellence  : 
Nature  's  as  lame  in  making  a  true  fop. 
As  a  philofopher ;  the  very  top 

Vo  L.  XV.  D  And 
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And  dignity  of  folly  we  attain 

Ey  ftudious  fearch  and  labour  of  the  brain. 

By  obfervation,  counfel,  and  deep  thought : 

God  never  made  a  coxcomb  worth  a  groat ; 

"We  owe  that  name  to  induftry  and  arts : 

An  eminent  fool  rauft  be  a  fool  of  parts. 

And  fuch  a  one  was  (he,   who  had  turn'd  o'er 

As  m.any  books  as  men,-  lov'd  much,  read  more. 

Had  a  difcerning  wit ;  to  her  was  known 

Every  one's  fault,  or  merit,  but  her  own. 

All  the  good  qualities  that  ever  bleft 

A  woman  fo  diftinguifii'd  from  the  reft. 

Except  difcretLon  only,  fhe  pofTeft. 

JBut  now,  matt  cher,  dear  Pug,  (he  cries,  adieu  ; 

And  the  difcourfe  broke  off  does  thus  renew  : 

You  fniile  to  fee  me,  who  tlie  world  perchance 
Miftakes  to  have  fome  wit,  fo  far  advance 
The  intereft  of  fools,  that  I  approve 
Their  merit  more  than  men  of  wit  in  love ; 
But  in  our  fex  too  many  proofs  there  are 
Of  fuch  whom  wits  undo,  and  fools  repair. 
This,  in  ray  time,  was  fo  obferv'd  a  rule. 
Hardly  a  wench  in  town  but  had  her  fool ; 
The  meaneft  common  flut,  who  long  was  grown 
The  jeft  and  fcorn  of  every  pit  buffoon. 
Had  yet  left  charms  enough  to  have  fubdued 
Some  fop  or  other,  fond  to  be  thought  lewd. 
Fofter  could  make  an  Irifh  lord  a  Nokes,. 
And  Betty  Morris  had  her  city  Cokes. 
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A  woman  's  ne'er  fo  ruin'd,  but  fhe  can 

Be  ftill  reveng'd  on  her  undoer,  man  : 

How  loft  foe'er,  fhe'll  find  forae  lover  more 

A  lewd  abandon'd  fool  than  fhe  a  whore. 

That  wretched  thing  Corinna,  who  has  run 

Through  all  the  feveral  ways  of  being  undone  :        * 

Cozen'd  at  firft  by  love,  and  living  then 

By  turning  the  too-dear-bought  cheat  on  men  : 

Gay  were  the  hours,  and  wing'd  with  joy  they  flew. 

When  firll  the  town  her  early  beauties  knew  ; 

Courted,  admir'd,  and  lov'd,  with'prefents  fed. 

Youth  in  her  looks,  and  pleafure  in  her  bed  ; 

Till  fate,  or  her  ill  angel,  thought  it  fit 

To  make  her  doat  upon  a  man  of  wit ; 

Who  found  't  was  dull  to  love  above  a  day. 

Made  his  ill-natur'd  jeft,  and  went  away. 

Now  fcorn'd  of  all,  forfaken  and  oppreft. 

She  's  a  memento  mori  to  the  reft  : 

Difeas'd,  decay'd,  to  take  up  half  a  crown 

Muft  mortgage  her  long  fcarf  and  mantua  gown  j 

Poor  creature,  who,  unheard-of,  as  a  fly 

In  fome  dark  hole  muft  all  the  winter  lie. 

And  want  and.  dirt  endure  a  whole  half-year. 

That  for  one  month  Ihe  tawdry  may  appear. 

In  Eafter-term  fhe  gets  her  a  new  gown  ; 

When  my  young  matter's  worfliip  comes  to  town. 

From  pedagogue  and  mother  juft  fet-free. 

The  heir  and  hopes  of  a  great  family  ; 

Who  with  ftrong  beer  and  beef  the  country  rules, 

.And  ever  lince  the  Conqueft  have  been  fools  j 

D  2  And 
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And  now,  with  careful  profpeft  to  maintain 

This  charaaer,  left  crofting  of  the  ftrain 

Should  mend  the  booby  breed,  his  friends  provide 

A  coufin  of  his  own  to  be  his  bride : 

And  thus  fet  out 

With  an  eftate,  no  wit,  and  a  young  wife. 

The  folid  comforts  of  a  coxcomb's  life, 

Punghill  and  peafe  forfook,  he  comes  town. 

Turns  fpark,  learns  to  be  lewd,  and  is  undone  ; 

Nothing  fuits  worfe  with  vice  than  want  of  fenfe. 

Fools  are  ftill  wicked  at  their  own  expence. 

This  o'er-grown  fchool-boy  loft  Corinna  wins ; 

At  the  firft  dafti  to  make  an  afs  begins  : 
Pretends  to  like  a  man  that  has  not  known 
The  vanities  or  vices  of  the  town  ; 
Frefti  is  the  youth,  and  faithful  in  his  love. 
Eager  of  joys  which  he  does  feldom  prove ; 
Healthful  and  ftrong,  he  does  no  pains  endure 
But  what  the  fair-one  he  adores  can  cure; 
Grateful  for  favours,  does  the  fex  efteem. 
And  libels  none  for  being  kind  to  him  ; 
Then  of  the  lewdnefs  of  the  town  complains. 
Rails  at  tKe  wits  and  atheifts,  and  maintains 
»Tis  better  than  good  fenfe,  than  power  or  wealth. 
To  have  a  blood  untainted,  youth,  and  health. 
The  unbred  puppy,  who  had  never  feen 
A  creature  look  fo  gay,  or  talk  fo  fine, 
Believes,  then  falls  in  love,  and  then  in  debt ; 
Morto-ages  all,  ev'n  to  the  ancient  feat, 

'"'  To 
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To  buy  his  mlftrefs  a  new  houfe  for  life. 
To  give  her  plate  and  jewels,  robs  his  wife ; 
And  when  to  th'  height  of  fondnefs  he  is  grown, 
'Tis  time  to  poifon  him,  and  all  's  her  own  : 
Thus  meeting  in  her  common  arms  his  fate. 
He  leaves  her  baftard  heir  to  his  eftate  ; 
And,  as  the  race  of  fuch  an  owl  deferves. 
His  own  dull  lawful  progeny  he  ftarves. 
Nature  (that  never  made  a  thing  in  vain-. 
But  does  each  infect  to  fome  end  ordain) 
Wifely  provokes  kind  keeping  fools,  no  doubt. 
To  patch  up  vices  men  of  wit  wear  out. 

Thus  fhe  ran  on  two  hours,  fome  grains  of  fcnfc 
Still  mixt  with  follies  of  impertinence. 
But  now  'tis  time  I  fhould  fome  pity  (how 
To  Cloe,  fince  I  cannot  choofe  but  know. 
Readers  muft  reap  what  dullefl:  writers  fow. 
By  the  next  poft  I  will  fuch  ftories  tell. 
As,  join'd  to  thefe,  fhall  to  a  volume  fwell ; 
As  true  as  heaven,  more  infamous  than  hejl. 
But  you  are  tir'd,  and  fo  am  L    Farewell, 
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AN    EPISTOLARY    ESSAY 
From  Lord  Rochester  to  Lord  Mulgrave, 

UPON 

THEIR    MUTUAL    POEMS. 

DEAR  friend,  I  hear  this  town  does  fo  abound 
In  faucy  cenfurers,  that  faults  are  found 
"With  what  of  late  we,  in  poetic  rage 
Beftowing,  threw  away  on  the  dull  age. 
But  (howfoe'er  envy  their  fpleen  may  raife. 
To  rob  my  brows  of  the  deferved  bays) 
Their  thanks,  at  leaft,  I  merit ;  fmce  through  me     • 
They  are  partakers  of  your  poetry. 
And  this  is  all  I  '11  fay  in  my  defence, 
T'  obtain  one  line  of  your  well-worded  fenfe, 
I  'II  be  content  t'  have  writ  the  •*■  Britifh  Prince." 
I'm  none  of  thofe  who  think  tliemfelves  infpir'd. 
Nor  write  with  the  vain  hope  to  be  admir'd ; 
But  from  a  rule  I  have  (upon  long  trial) 
T'  avoid  with  care  all  fort  of  felf-denial. 
Which  way  foe'er  defire  and  fancy  lead, 
{Contemning  fame)  that  path  I  boldly  tread : 
And  if  expofing  what  I  take  for  wit. 
To  my  dear  felf  a  pleafureT  beget. 
No  matter  though  the  cenfuring  critics  fret. 

Thefe 


} 


}' 
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Thefe  whom  rnv  Mufe  difpleafes  are  at  ftrife, 

With  equal  fpleen,  againft  my  courfe  of  life ; 

The  leaft  delight  of  which  I  '11  not  forego. 

For  all  the  flattering  praite  man  can  beftow. 

If  I  defign'd  to  pleafe,  the  way  were  then 

To  mend  my  manners,  rather  than  my  pen  : 

The  firft  's  unnatural,  therefore  unfit ; 

And  for  the  fecond  I  defpair  of  it. 

Since  grace  is  not  fo  hard  to  get  as  wit : 

Perhaps  ill  verfes  ought  to  be  confm'd» 

In  mere  good  breeding,  like  unfavoury  wind. 

Were  reading  forc'd,  I  (hould  be  apt  to  think. 

Men  might  no  more  write  fcurvily  than  iHnk. 

I  '11  own  that  you  write  better  than  I  do. 

But  I  have  as  much  need  to  write  as  you. 

In  all  I  write,  fhould  fenfe,  and  wit,  and  rhyme. 

Fail  me  at  once,  yet  fomething  fo  fublime 

Shall  ftamp  my  poem,  that  the  world  may  fee. 

It  could  have  been  produc'd  by  none  but  me. 

And  that 's  my  end ;  for  man  can  wifli  no  more 

Than  fo  to  write,  as  none  e'er  writ  before ; 

Yet  why  am  I  nu  poet  of  the  times  ? 

I  have  allufions,  fimiles,  and  rhymes. 

And  wit ;  or  elfe  'tis  hard  that  I  alone. 

Of  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  (hould  have  none. 

Unequally  the  partial  hand  of  heaven 

Has  all  but  this  one  only  bleffing  given. 

The  world  appears  like  a  great  family, 

Whofe  lord,  opprefs'd  with  pride  and  poverty, 

D4.  '      (Thar. 
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(That  to  a  few  great  bounty  he  may  ftiow) 

Is  fain  to  liarve  the  numerous  train  below. 

Juft  fo  feems  Providence,  as  poor  and  vain. 

Keeping  more  creatures  than  it  can  maintain  : 

Here  'tis  profufe,  and  there  it  meanly  faves. 

And  for  one  prince,  it  makes  ten  thoufand.  flaves. 

In  wit  alone  't  has  been  magnificent. 

Of  which  fo  juft  a  Ihare  to  each  is  fent. 

That  the  moft  avaricious  are  content. 

For  none  e'er  thought  (the  due  divifion  's  fucli} 

His  own  too  little,  or  his  friend's  too  much. 

Yet  moft  men  (hew,  or  find,  great  want  of  wit. 

Writing  themfeives,  or  judging  what  is  writ. 

But  I,  who  am  of  fprightly  vigour  full. 

Look  on  mankind  as  envious  and  dull. 

£orn  to  myfelf,  I  like  myfelf  alone. 

And  muft  conclude  my  judgment  good,  or  none  : 

For  could  my  fenfe  be  naught,  how  fliould  I  know 

Whether  another  man's  were  good  or  no  ? 

Thus  I  refolve  of  my  own  poetry. 

That  'tis  the  beft  ;  and  there  's  a  fame  for  me» 

If  then  I  'ra  happy,  what  does  it  advance. 

Whether  to  merit  due,  or  arrogance  ? 

Oh,  but  the  world  will  talte  oftence  hereby  I 

Why  then  the  world  ftiall  fufter  for  't,  not  L 

Did  e'er  this  faucy  world  and  I  ;>gree, 

1 0  let  it  have  its  beaftly  will  on  me  ? 

Why  ftiould  my  proftituted  fenfe  be  drawn. 

To  every  rule  their  mufty  cuftoms  fpawn  ? 

But 
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But  men  may  cenfure  you  ;  'tis  two  to  one. 
Whene'er  they  cenfure,  they  '11  be  in  the  wrong. 
There  's  not  a  thing  on  earth,  that  I  can  name. 
So  fooli{h,  and  (o  falfe,  as  common  fame. 
It  calls  the  courtier  knave,  the  plain-man  rude. 
Haughty  the  grave,  and  the  delightful  lewd. 
Impertinent  the  brifk,  morofe  the  fad. 
Mean  the  familiar,  the  referv'd-one  mad. 
Poor  helplefs  woman  is  not  favour'd  more. 
She  's  a  fly  hypocrite,  or  public  whore. 
Then  who  the  devil  would  give  this — to  be  free 
From  th'  innocent  reproach  of  infamy  ? 
Thefe  things  confider'd,  make  me  (in  defpight 
Of  idle  rumour)  keep  at  home  and  write. 

A  TRIAL  OF   THE   POETS   for   the   BAYS*. 
In  Imitation  of  a  Sat  VR  in    BOILEAU. 

SINCE  the  fons  of  the  Mufes  grew  numerous  and 
loud. 
For  ih'  appeafmg  fo  factious  and  clamorous  a  croud, 
Apollo  thought  fit,  in  fo  weighty  a  caufe, 
T*  eftablifh  a  government,  leader,  and  laws. 
The  hopes  of  the  bays,  at  the  fummoning  call. 
Had  drawn  them  together,  the  Devil  and  all ; 

•  See  "  The  Sefiion  of  the  Poets,"  in  the  State  Poems, 
Tol.  I.  and  "  The  Eledion  of  the  Poet  Laureat,  I7'9j"  in 
.  ShefBeid  Duke  of  Buckingham's  Work^. 

All 
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All  thronging  and  liftening,  they  gap'd  for  the  bleffing: 
No  prefbyter  fermon  had  more  crowding  and  preffing  : 
In  the  head  of  the  gang,  John  Dryden  appear'd. 
That  ancient  grave  wit  fo  long  lov'd  and  fear'd. 
But  Apollo  had  heard  a  ftory  in  town. 
Of  his  quitting  the  Mufes,  to  wear  the  black  gown  j 
And  fo  gave  him  leave  now  his  poetry  's  done. 

To  let  him  turn  prieft  fmce  R is  turn'd  nun. 

This  reverend  author  was  no  fooner  fet  by. 

But  Apollo  had  got  gentle  George  *  in  his  eye. 

And  frankly  confefs'd,  of  all  men  that  writ. 

There  's  none  had  more  fancy,  fenfe,  judgement,  and 

wit : 
But  in  th'  crying  fin,  idlenefs,  he  was  fo  hardea'd. 
That  his  long  feven  years  filence  was  not  to  be  pardon'd. 

. W y  +  was  the  next  man  fliew'd  his  face. 

But  Apollo  e'en  thought  him  too  good  for  the  place ; 
No  gentleman  writer  that  office  (hould  bear. 
But  a  trader  in  wit  the  laurel  ibould  wear. 
As  none  but  a  Cit — e'er  makes  a  Lord-Mayor. 
Next  into  the  crowd,  Tom  Shadwell  does  wallow. 
And  fwears  by  his  guts,  his  paunch,  and  his  tallow. 
That  'tis  he  alone  beft  pleafes  the  age, 
Himfelf  and  his  wife  have  fupported  the  ftage : 
Apollo,  well  pleas'd  with  fo  bonny  a  lad,  "i 

T'  oblige  him,  he  told  him,  he  fhould  be  huge  glad,  I- 
Kad  he  half  fo  much  wit,  as  he  fancy'd  he  had.       J 

•  Sir  George  Ethercge.  f  Mr.  Wycherley. 

Nat 
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Nat  Lee  ftepp'd  in  next,  in  hopes  of  a  prize, 

Apollo  remember'd  he  had  hit  once  in  thrice ; 

By  the  rubies  in  's  face,  he  could  not  deny. 

But  he  had  as  much  wit  as  wine  could  fupply ; 

Confefs'd  that  indeed  he  had  a  mufical  note. 

But  fometimes  ftrain'd    fo   hard   that   he   rattled   in 

throat ; 
Yet  owning  he  had  fenfe,  t'  encourage  him  for  't. 
He  made  him  his  Ovid  in  Auguftus's  court. 
I'oor  Settle,  his  trial  was  the  next  came  about. 
He  brought  him  an  Ibrahim  with  the  preface  torn  out. 
And  humbly  defir'd  he  might  give  no  offence ; 
D — n  him,  cries  Shadwell,  he  cannot  write  fenfe  : 
And  Bancks,  cry'd  Newport,  I  hate  that  dull  rogue ; 
Apollo,  confidering  he  was  not  in  vogue, 
"Would  not  truft  his  dear  bays  with  fo  modeft  a  fool. 
And  bid  the  great  boy  be  fent  back  to  fchool. 
Tom  Otway  came  next,  Tom  Shadwell's  dear  Zany,- 
And  fwears,  for  heroics,  he  writes  beft  of  any ; 
'Don  Carlos  his  pockets  fo  amply  had  fill'd. 
That  his  mange  was  quite  cur'd,  and  his  lice  v.ere  all 

kill'd  ; 
'■■  Anababaluthu  put  in  for  a  fhare, 
"And  little  Tom  EfTence's  author  was  there: 
But  Apollo  had  feen  his  face  on  the  flage,  t 

And  prudently  did  not  think  fit  to  engage  I 

The  fcum  of  a  play-houfe,  for  the  prop  of  an  age.     J 
In  the  numerous  crowd  that  encompafs'd  him  round. 
Little  ftarch'd  Johnny  Crown  at  his  elbow  he  found, 

Hi« 
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His  cravat-ftring  new  Iron'd,  he  gently  did  ftretch 
His  lily-white  hand  out,  the  laurel  to  reach. 
AUedging  that  he  had  moft  right  to  the  bays. 
For  writing  romances,  and  fli-ting  of  plays : 
Apollo  rofe  up,  and  gravely  confels'd. 
Of  all  men  that  writ,  his  talent  was  beft ; 
For  fince  pain  and  diflionour  man's  life  only  damn,  >. 
The  greateft  felicity  mankind  can  claim,  I 

Is   to  want  fenfe  of  fmart,    and  be  paft   fenfe  of  | 

fhame; 
And  to  perfea  his  blifs  in  poetical  rapture. 
He  bid  him  be  dull  to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 
The  poetefs  Afra  next  (hew'd  her  fueet  face. 
And  fwore  by  her  poetry,  and  her  black  ace. 
The  laurel  by  a  double  right  was  her  own. 
For  the  plays  ihe  had  writ,  and  the  conquefts  (he  had 

won. 
Apollo  acknowledg'd  't  was  hard  to  deny  her. 
Yet,  to  deal  frankly  and  ingenuoully  by  her. 
He  told  her,  were  conquefts  and  charms  her  pretence. 
She  ought  to  have  pleaded  a  dozen  years  fxnce. 
Nor  could  D'Urfey  forbear  for  the  laurel  to  ftickle,  T 
Protefting  that  he  had  the  honour  to  tickle  > 

Th'  ears  of  the  town,  with  his  dear  madam  Fickle.   J 
With  other  pretenders,  whofe  names  I  'd  rehearfe. 
But  that  they  're  too  long  to  ftand  in  my  verfe  : 
Apollo,  quite  tir'd  with  their  tedious  harangue,        1 
At  lad  found  Tom  Bctterton's  face  in  the  gang,         |- 
For,  fmce  poets  without  the  kind  players  may  hang,  J 

By 
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By  his  one  facred  light  he  folemnly  fwore. 
That  in  fearch  of  a  laureat,  he  'd  look  out  no  more, 
A  general  murmur  ran  quite  through  the  hall. 
To  think  that  the  bays  to  an  ador  fhould  fall ; 
Tom  told  them,  to  put  his  defert  to  the  teft. 
That  he  had  Maid  plays  as  well  as  the  beft. 
And  was  the  great'ft:  wonder  the  age  ever  bore. 
Of  all  the  play-fcribblers  that  e'er  writ  before. 
His  wit  had  moft  worth,  and  modcfty  in  't. 
For  he  had  writ  plays,  yet  ne'er  came  in  print. 


A  SATYR 

AGAINST     MANKIND. 

ITX  TERE  I,  who  to  my  coft  already  am 

^  ^    One  of  thofe  ftrange  prodigious  creatures  man, 
A  fpirit  free,  to  choofe  for  my  own  Ihare, 
What  fort  of  flefii  and  blood  I  pleas'd  to  wear, 
I  'd  be  a  dog,  a  monkey,  or  a  bear. 
Or  any  thing,  but  that  vain  animal. 
Who  is  fo  proud  of  being  rational. 
The  fenfes  are  too  grofs,  and  he  '11  contrive 
A  fixth,  to  contradift  the  other  five ; 
And,  before  certain  inftinft,  will  prefer 
Reafon,  which  fifty  times  for  one  does  err. 
Reafon,  an  igtiis  fatiius  of  the  mind. 
Which  leaves  the  light  of  nature,  fenfe,  behind  : 

Pathlefs 
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Pathlefs  and  dangerous  wandering  ways  it  takes,   . 
Through  error's  fenny  bogs,  and  thorny  brakes  ; 
Whilft  the  mifguided  follower  climbs  with  pain 
Mountains  of  whirafies,  heapt  in  his  own  brain  : 
Stumbling  from  thought   to  thought,    falls  headlong 

down 
Into  Doubt's  boundlefs  fea,  where  like  to  drown 
Books  bear  him  up  a  while,  and  make  him  try 
To  fvvim  with  bladders  of  philofophy  ; 
In  hopes  ftill  to  o'ertake  the  fkipping  light,  t 

The  vapour  dances  in  his  dazzled  fight,  > 

Till,  fpent,  it  leaves  him  to  eternal  night.  J 

Then  Old  Age  and  Experience,  hand  in  hand. 
Lead  him  to  Death,  and  make  him  underftand. 
After  a  fearch  fo  painful  and  fo  long. 
That  all  his  life  he  has  been  in  the  wrong. 
Huddled  in  dirt,  this  reafoning  engine  lies, 
"Who  was  fo  proud,  fo  witty,  and  fo  wife  :  ' 

Pride  drew  him  in,  as  cheats  their  bubbles  catch. 
And  made  him  venture  to  be  made  a  wretch ; 
,  His  wifdom  did  his  happinefs  deftroy. 
Aiming  to  know  the  world  he  fhould  enjoy : 
And  wit  was  his  vain  frivolous  pretence. 
Of  pleafing  others  at  his  own  expence  ; 
I'or  wits  are  treated  juft  like  eommon  whores, 
Firft  they  're  enjoy'd,  and  then  kick'd  out  of  doojs; 
The  pleafure  pad,  a  tlireatening  donb^  remains. 
That  frights  th'  enjoyer  with  fucceeding  pains. 
Women,  and  men  of  wit,  are  dangerous  tools. 
And  ever  fatal  to  admiring  fools, 

Pkafure- 
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Pleafure  allures ;  and  when  the  fops  efcape, 

'Tis  not  that  they  are  lov'd,  but  fortunate ; 

And  therefore  what  they  fear,  at  heart  they  hate. 

But  now,  methinks,  forae  formal  band  and  beard 

Takes  me  to  talk  :  come  on.  Sir,  I  'm  prepar'd. 

Then,  by  your  favour,  any  thing  that  's  writ, 

Againft  this  gibing,  gingling  knack,  call'd  Wit, 

Likes  me  abundantly  ;  but  you  '11  take  care. 

Upon  this  point,  not  to  be  too  fevere ; 

Perhaps  my  Mufe  were  fitter  for  this  part ; 

For,  I  profefs,  I  can  be  very  fmart 

On  wit,  which  I  abhor  with  all  my  heart. 

I  long  to  lafh  it  in  fome  fliarp  eflay,  'i 

But  your  grand  indifcretion  bids  me  ftay,  I 

And  turns  my  tide  of  ink  another  way.  J 

What  rage  ferments  in  your  degenerate  mind. 

To  make  you  rail  at  reafon  and  mankind  ? 

Bleft  glorious  man,  to  whom  alone  kind  heaven 

An  everlafting  foul  hath  freely  given  ; 

Whom  his  great  Maker  took  fuch  care  to  make. 

That  from  himfelf  he  did  the  image  take. 

And  this  fair  frame  in  fhining  reafon  dreft» 

To  dignify  his  nature  above  beaft  : 

Reafon,  by  whofe  afpiring  influence. 

We  take  a  flight  beyond  material  fenfe. 

Dive  into  myfl^eries,  then  fearing  pierce 

The  flaming  limits  of  the  univerfe. 

Search  heaven  and  hell,  find  out  what  's  a<fled  there. 

And  give  the  world  true  grounds  of  hope  and  fear.. 

Hold, 
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Hold,  mighty  man,  I  cry ;  all  this  we  know 
From  the  pathetic  pen  of  Ingelo, 
From  Patrick's  Pilgrim,  Sibb's  Soliloquies, 
And  'tis  this  very  reafon  I  defpife 
This  fupernatural  gift,  that  makes  a  mite 
Think  he  's  the  image  of  the  Infinite  ; 
Comparing  his  (hort  life,  void  of  all  reft. 
To  the  Eternal  and  the  Ever-bleft  : 
This  bufy  puzzling  ftirrer  up  of  doubt. 
That  frames  deep  myfteries,  then  finds  them  out. 
Filling  with  frantic  crowds  of  thinking  fools. 
The  reverend  bedlams,  colleges  and  fchools. 
Borne  on  whofe  wings,  each  heavy  fot  can  pierce 
The  limits  of  the  boundlefs  univerfe. 
So  charming  ointments  make  an  old  witch  fly. 
And  bear  a  crippled  carcafe  through  the  Iky. 
*Tis  this  exalted  power,  whofe  bufmefs  lies 
In  nonfenfe  and  impoffibilities  : 
This  made  a  whimfical  philofopher. 
Before  the  fpacious  world  his  tub  prefer  ; 
And  we  have  many  modern  coxcombs,  who 
Retire  to  think,  'caufe  they  have  nought  to  do. 
But  thoughts  were  given  for  aftions*  government. 
Where  aftion  ceafes,  thought  's  impertinent. 
Our  fpherc  of  action  is  life's  happinefs. 
And  he  that  thinks  beyond,  thinks  like  an  afs. 
Thus  whilft  againft  falfe  reafoning  I  inveigh, 
I  own  right  reafon,  which  I  would  obey  ; 
That  reafon,  which  diftinguiflies  by  fenfe. 
And  gives  us  rules  of  good  and  ill  from  thence ; 

That 
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That  bounds  defires  with  a  reforming  will. 
To  keep  theni  more  in  vigour,  not  to  kill : 
Your  reafon  hinders,  mine  helps  to  enjoy. 
Renewing  appetites,  yours  would  deuroy. 
My  reafon  is  my  friend,  yours  is  a  cheat ; 
Hunger  calls  out,  my  reafon  bids  me  eat ; 
Perverfely  yours,  your  appetite  does  mock  ; 
This  aflcs  for  food ;  that  anfwers,  what  's  a  clock  ?.  • 

This  plain  dilUntlion,  Sir,  your  doubt  fccures  j 
'Tis  not  true  reafon  I  defpife,  but  yours. 
Thus  I  think  reafon  righted  :  but  for  man, 
I'll  ne'er  recant,  defend  him  if  you  can. 
For  all  his  pride,  and  his  philofophy,  -j 

*Tis  evident  beaits  are,  in  their  degree,  \ 

As  wife  at  leail,  and  better  far  than  he.  J 

Thofe  creatures  are  the  wifeil,  who  attain. 
By  fureft  means,  the  ends  at  which  they  aim.    ► 
If  therefore  Jowler  finds,  and  kills  his  hare>  : 
Better  than  Meres  fupplics  committee-chair; 
Though  one  's  a  llatefnian,  th'  other  bu:  a  h'^und,  . 
Jowler  in  juftice  will  be  wifer  found. 
You  fee  how  far  man's  wifdom  here  extends ; 
Look  next  if  human  nature  makes  amends  ; 
Whole  principles  are  moft  generous  and  jult ; 
And  to  whofe  morals  you  would  fooner  truft  ; 
Be  judge  yourfelf,  I  'U  bring  it  to  the  teft. 
Which  is  the  bafelt  creature,  man  or  beaft  : 
Birds  feed  on  birds,  b.afts  on  each  other,  prey. 
But  lavage  man  alone  does  man  betray. 

Voi.  XV,  E  Pre:!: 
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Preft  by  neceffity,  they  kill  for  food  ; 

Man  undoes  man,  to  do  himfelf  no  good  : 

With  teeth  and  claws  by  nature  arm'd,  they  hunt 

Nature's  allowance^  to  fupply  their  want. 

But  nun,  with  fmiles,  en>braces,  friendfhips,  praife. 

Inhumanly  his  fellow's  life  betrays ; 

With  voluntary  pains  works  his  diftrefs  ; 

Not  through  neceffity,  but  wantonnefs. 

For  hunger  or  for  Ibve,  they  bite  or  tear, 

Whillt  wretched  man  is  ftill  in  arms  for  fear : 

For  fear  he  arms,  and  is  of  arms  afraid. 

From  fear  to  fear  fucceffively  betray'd  : 

Bafe  fear,  the  fource  whence  his  bafe  paiTions  came. 

His  boafted  honour,  and  his  dear-bought  fame: 

The  lull  of  power,  to  which  he  's  fuch  a  flave. 

And  for  the  vvhich  alone  he  dares  be  brave  ; 

To  which  his  various  projefts  are  defign'd. 

Which  makes  him  generous,  affable,  and  kind  ; 

For  which  he  takes  fuch  pains  to  be  thought  wife. 

And  fcrews  his  adlions  in  a  forc'd  difguife ; 

Leads  a  moft  tedious  life,  in  mifery. 

Under  laborious,  mean  hypocrify. 

Look  to  the  bottom  of  his  vaft  defign. 

Wlicrcin  man's  wifdom,  power,  and  glory  join  ; 

The  good  he  z&.s,  the  ill  he  does  endure, 

'  Vis  all  from  fear,  to  make  himfelf  fecure. 

Merely  for  fafety,  after  fame  they  thirft ; 

For  all  men  would  be  cowards  if  they  durft  : 

And  honefty  's  againft  all  common  fenfe  ; 

Men  mull  be  knaves  ^  'tis  in  their  own  defence. 

Mankind 


ROCHESTER'S    POEMS.  ji 

Mankind  's  difhoneft  ;  if  you  think  it  fair, 
Amongft  known  cheats,  to  play  upon  the  fquare. 
You  '11  be  undone 


Mor  can  weak  truth  your  reputation  fave  ; 
The  knaves  will  all  agree  to  call  you  knave. 
Wrong'd  fhall  he  live,  infuked  o'er,  oppreft. 
Who  dares  be  lefs  a  villain  than  the  relh 
Thus  here  you  fee  what  human  nature  craves, 
Moft  men  are  cowards,  all  men  (hould  be  knaves.. 
The  difference  lies,  as  far  as  I  can  foe, 
Not  in  the  thing  itfelf,  but  the  degree ; 
And  all  the  fubjad-matter  of  debate. 
Is  only  who  's  a  knave  of  the  firft  rate. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

ALL  this  with  indignation  have  I  hurl'd. 
At  the  pretending  part  of  the  proud  world. 
Who,  fwoln  with  felfiQi  vanity,  devife 
Falfe  freedoms,  holy  cheats,  and  formal  lyes. 
Over  their  fellow-flaves  to  tyrannize. 

But  if  in  court  fo  juft  a  man  there  be, 
(In  court  a  juft:  man,  yet  unknown  to  me) 
Who  does  his  needful  flattery  direft. 
Net  to  opprefs  and  ruin,  but  pro  ted  ; 
Since  flattery,  which  way  foever  laid. 
Is  ftill  a  tax  on  that  unhappy  trade  ; 
Ii  fo  upright  a  ftatefman  you  can  find, 
Vt  hofe  paifions  bend  to  his  unbias'd  mind  ; 

E  2  Who 
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Who  does  his  arts  and  policies  apply. 
To  raife  his  country,  not  his  family. 

Is  there  a  mortal  who  on  God  relies  ? 
Whofe  life  his  faith  and  dodlrine  juftifies  ? 
Not  one  blown  up  with  vain  afpiring  pride. 
Who,  for  reproof  of  fins,  does  man  deride : 
Whofe  envious  heart  with  fancy  eloquence. 
Dares  chide  at  kings,  and  rail  at  men  of  fenfe : 
Who  in  his  talking  vents  more  peevifii  lyes, 
P^re  bitter  railings,  fcandals,  calumnies. 
Than  at  a  golfiping  are  thrown  about, , 
When  the  good  wives  drink  free,  and  then  fall  out, 
None  of  the  fenfual  tribe,  whofe  talents  lie 
In  avarice,  pride,  in  floth,  and  gluttony ; 
Who  hunt  preferment,  but  abhor  good  lives, 
Whofe  lull  exalted  to  that  height  arrives. 
They  ad  adultery  with  their  own  wives ; 
And,  ere  a  fcore  of  years  completed  be,  i 

1 

Nor  doating who  would  be  ador'd« 

For  domineering  at  the  council-board, 

A  greater  fop,,  in  bufmcfs  at  fourfcore. 

Fonder  of  ferions  toys,  affcdcd  more. 

Than  tlie  gay  glittering  fool  at  twenty  proves, 

With  all  his  noife,  his  tawdry  cloaths,  and  loves. 

But  a  meek  humble  man  of  modelt  fenfe. 
Who,  preaching  peace,  docs  praflife  continence ; 
Whofe  pious  life  's  a  proof  he  does  believe 
Myllerious  truths,  which  no  man  can  conceive. 


Can  from  the  lofty  ftage  of  honour  fee. 
Half  a  large  parifh  their  own  progeny. 
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If  upon  earth  there  dwell  fuch  godlike  men, 
I  '11  here  recant  my  paradox  to  them  ; 
Adore  thofe  fhrines  of  virtue,  homage  pay. 
And,  with  the  thinking  world,  their  laws  obey. 
If  fuch  theie  are,  yet  grant  me  this  at  leait, 
Man  differs  more  from  man,  than  man  from  beall. 

THE   MAIxMED    DEBAUCHEE. 


AS  fome  brave  admiral,  in  former  war 
Depriv'd  of  force,  but  prelt  with  courage  ftill. 
Two  rival  fleets  appearing  from  afar. 
Crawls  to  the  top  of  an  adjacent  hill : 
II. 
From  whence  (with  thoughts  full  of  concern)  he  views 

The  wife  and  daring  conduft  of  the  fight ; 
And  each  bold  aftion  to  his  mind  renews 
His  prefent  glory  and  his  paft  delight.. 

III. 

From  his  fierce  eyes  fiafnes  of  rage  he  throws. 

As  from  black  clouds  when  lightning  breaks  away, 
Tranfported  thinks  himfelf  amidft  his  foes. 

And  abfent,  yet  enjoys  the  bloody  day. 
IV. 
So  when  my  days  of  impotence  approach. 

And  I  'm  by  wine  and  love's  unlucky  chance. 
Driven  from  the  pleafir.g  billows  of  debauch. 

On  the  dull  fhore  of  lazy  temperance  ; 

.        .  E  3  V.  My 
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V. 

My  pains  at  lad  fome  refpite  (hall.  afFor<i, 

While  I  behold  the  battles  you  maintain  ; 
When  fleets  of  glafles  fail  around  the  board. 

From  whofe  broadfides  voUies  of  wit  Ihall  rain. 
VI. 
Nor  (hall  the  fight  of  honourable  fcars. 

Which  my  too  forward  valour  did  procure. 
Frighten  new-lifted  foldiers  from  the  wars ; 

Paft  joys  have  more  than  paid  what  I  endure. 

VII. 

Should  fome  brave  you  th  (worth  beingdrunk )  prove  nice. 

And  from  his  fair  inviter  meanly  fhrink, 
'Twould  pleafe  the  ghoft  of  my  departed  vice. 

If,  at  my  council,  he  repent  and  drink. 
VIII. 
Or  fhould  fome  cold-complexion'd  fot  forbid. 

With  his  dull  morals,  our  night's  brifk  alarms; 
I  '11  fire  his  blood,  by  telling  what  I  did 

When  I  was  ftrong,  and  able  to  bear  arms. 
IX. 
I  '11  tell  of  whores  attack'd  their  lords  at  home. 

Bawds  quarters  beaten  up,  and  fortrefs  won; 
Windows  demolilh'd,  watches  overcome. 

And  handfome  ills  by  my  contrivance  done. 
X. 
With  talcs  like  thefe  I  will  fuch  heat  infpire. 

As  to  important  mifchief  fl'.all  incline ; 
I  ']!  make  him  long  fome  ancient  church  to  fire, 

Ahd  fear  no  lev\dncrs  they  're  call'd  to  bv  wine. 

'XI.  Thus 
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XI. 

Thus  ftatefman-like  I  '11  faucily  impofe. 
And,  fafe  from  danger,  valiantly  advife  ; 

Shelter 'd  in  impotence  urge  you  to  blows. 
And,  being  good  for  nothing  elfe,  be  wife. 


UPON     NOTHING. 

I. 

NOTHING  !  thou  elder  brother  ev'n  to  (hade, 
That  hadft  a  being  ere  the  world  was  made. 
And  (well  fixt)  art  alone  of  ending  not  afraid. 

II. 
Ere  Time  and  Place  were.  Time  and  Place  were  not» 
When  primitive  Nothing  Something  ftraight  begotj 
Then  all  proceeded  from  the  great  united — What. 

III. 
Something,  the  general  attribute  of  all, 
Sever'd  from  thee,  its  fole  original. 
Into  thy  boundlefs  felf  muft  undiftinguifh'd  fall. 

IV. 
Yet  fomething  did  thy  mighty  power  command. 
And  from  thy  fruitful  emptinefs's  hand, 
Snatch'd  men,  beafts,  birds,  fire,,  air,  and  land. 

V. 
Matter,  the  wicked'ft  offspring  of  thy  race. 
By  Form  affifted,  flew  from  thy  embrace, 
And  rebel  light  obfcur'd  thy  reverend  dulky  face. 

E  4.  VL  With 
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VI. 

With  Form  and  Matter,  Time  and  Place  did  join  j 
Body,  thy  foe,  with  thee  did  leagues  combine. 
To  fpoil  thy  peaceful  realm,  and  ruin  all  thy  line. 

VII. 
Eut  turn-coat  Time  aflifts  the  fo£  in  vain. 
And,  brib'd  by  thee,  afiifts  thy  fhort-liv'd  reign. 
And  to-  thy  hungry  womb  drives  back  thy  flaves  again* 

VIII. 

Though  myfteries  are  barr'd  from  laic  eyes. 
And  the  divine  alone,  with  warrant,  pries' 
Into  thy  bofom,  where  the  truth  in  private  lies : 

IX. 

Yet  this  of  thee  the  wife  may  freely  fay. 
Thou  from  the  virtuous  nothing  tak'ft  away,. 
And  to  be  part  with  thee  the  wicked  wifely  pray. 

X. 
Great  Negative  I  how  vainly  would  the  wife  - 
Enquire,  define,  diftinguifh,  teach,  devife  ? 
Didft.thou  not  ftand  to  point  their  dull  philofophies* 

.   XI. 
Is,  or  is  not,  the  two  great  ends  of  Fate, 
And,  true  or  falfe,  the  fubjeft  of  debate, 
That.perfeft  or  deftroy  the  vaft  defigns  of  Fate ; 

XII. 
When  they  have  rack'd  the  politician's  breaft. 
Within  thy  bofom  moft  fecurely  reft. 
And,  when  icduc'dto  thee,  are  Icafl  unfafe-and  bed. 

XIII.  But 
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XIII. 
But  Nothing,  why  does  Something  ftill  permit. 
That  facred  monarchs  Ihould  at  council  fit. 
With  perfons  highly  thought  at  beft  for  nothing  fit  ? 

XIV, 
Whilft  weighty  Something  modeftly  abftains 
From  princes'  coiFers,  and  from  llatefmens'  brains,. 
And  nothing  there  like  ftately  Nothing  reigns. 

XV. 
Nothing,  who  dwell'ft  with  fools  in  grave  difguife^ 
For  whom  they  reverend  fhapes  and  forms  devife. 
Lawn  fleeves,  and  furs,  and  gowns,,  when  they  like  thee 
look  wife. 

XVI. 
French  truth,  Dutch  prowefs,  Britifh  policy, 
Hibernian  learning,  Scotch  civility, 
Spaniards'  difpatch,  Danes*  wit,  are  mainly  feenintheCo. 

XVII. 
T^e  great  man's  gratitude  to  his  beft  friend. 
Kings'  ptomifes,  whores'  vows,  towards  thee  theybend* 
Flow  fwiftly  into  thee,  and  in  tliee  ever  end.. 


TRANS. 
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TRANSLATION 

O  T 

SOME    LINES    IN    LUCRETIUS. 

TH  E  Gods,  by  right  of  nature,  mnft  poffefs 
An  everlafting  age  of  perfed  peace ; 
Far  off  remov'd  from  us  and  our  affairs. 
Neither  approach'd  by  dangers  or  by  cares  ; 
Rich  in  themfelves,  to  whom  we  cannot  add  ; 
Not  pleas'd  by  good  deeds,  nor  provok'd  by  bad. 


The  latter  End  of  the  C  H  O  R  U  S  of  the  Second 
Aa  of  SENECA'S  TROAS,  Trandated. 

AFTER  Death  nothing  is,  and  nothing  Death, 
The  utmoft  limits  of  a  gafp  of  breath. 
Let  the  ambitious  zealot  lay  afide 
His  hope  of  heaven  (whofe  faith  is  but  his  pride)  ; 
Let  flavilh  fouls  lay  by  their  fear. 
Nor  be  concern'd  which  way,  or  where. 
After  this  life  they  (hall  be  hurl'd  : 
Dead,  we  become  the  lumber  of  the  world. 
And  to  that  mafs  of  matter  fnall  be  fwept 
Where  things  deftroy'd  with  things  unborn  are  kept ; 
Devouring  Time  fwallows  us  whole, 
I;npartial  Death  confounds  body  and  foul. 

For 
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For  hell,  and  the  foul  fiend  that  rules 

The  everlafting  fiery  gaols, 
Devis'd  by  rogues,  dreaded  by  fools. 
With  his  grim  grifly  dog  that  keeps  the  door. 

Are  fenfelefs  ftories,  idles  tales. 
Dreams,  whimfies,  and  no  more. 

TO    HIS    SACRED    MAJESTY, 

ON      HIS 

RESTORATION    in   the  Year   1660. 

Virtue's  triumphant  flirine!  who  doft  engage 
At  once  three  kingdoms  in  a  pilgrimage  ; 
Which  in  extatic  duty  ftrive  to  come 
Out  of  thcrofclves,  as  v  ell  as  from  their  home ; 
Whilft  England  grows  one  camp,  and  London  is 
Itfelf  the  nation,  not  metropolis. 
And  loyal  Kent  renews  her  arts  again. 
Fencing  her  wsys  with  moving  groves  of  men  ; 
Forgive  this  diftant  homage,  which  does  meet 
Your  bleft  approach  on  fedentary  feet ; 
And  though  my  youth,  not  patient  yet  tobear 
The  weight  of  arms,  denies  me  to  appear 
In  fteel  before  you  ;  yet,  great  Sir,  approve 
My  manly  wifhes,  and  more  vigorous  love ; 
In  whom  a  cold  refpeft  were  treafon  to 
A  father's  afhes,  greater  than  to  you ; 
Wnofe  one  ambition  "t  is  for  to  be  knov/n. 
By  daring  lojalty,  your  Wilmot's  fon. 

\Va.aii.  Coll,  RoCHttTER. 

T  O 
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TO       HER 

SACRED   MAJESTY  THE  QUEEN-MOTHER, 

ON       THE 

DEATH  OF  MARY,  Princess  of  Orange. 

RES  PIT E,  great  queen,  your  juft  and  hafty  fears: 
There  's  no  infcftion  lodges  in  our  tears. 
Though  our  unhappy  air  be  ann'd  with  death. 
Yet  fighs  have  an  untainted  guiklefe  breath. 
Oh  !  ftay  a  while,  and  teach- your  equal  (kill 
To  underftand,  and  to  fupport  our  ill. 
You  that  in  mighty  wrongs  an  age  have  fpent. 
And  feem  to  have  out-liv'd  ev'n  banilhment : 
Whom  traiterous  mifchief  fought  its  earlieft  prey,. 
When  to  inoft  facred  blood  it  made  its  way ;  ■ 
And  did  thereby  its  black  defign-  impart;  ; 

To  take  his  head,  that  wounded  firfc  his, heart : 
You  that  unmov'd  great  Charles's  ruin  flood. 
When  three  great  nations  funk  beneath  the  load ; 
Then  a  young  daughter  lofl,  yet  balfam  found 
To  Itanch  that  new  and  frcflily-bleeding  wound ;  .• 
And,  after  this,  with  fixt  and  fteady  eyes 
Beheld  your  noble  Gloucefter's  obfequies : 
And  then  fuftaih'd  tlie  royal  Princefs'  fall ; 
You  only  can  lament  her  funeral. 
But  you  will  hence  remove,  and  leave  behind 
Our  fad  complaints  loft  in  the  empty  wind  ;      .  ,, 

Thofel 


ROCHESTER'S     POEMS.  6i 

Thofe  winds  that  bid  you  ftay,  and  loudly  roar 

Deftruction,  and  drive  back  to  the  firm  ftioie ; 

Shipwreck  to  fafety,  and  the  envy  fly 

Of  (haring  in  this  fcene  of  tragedy  : 

While  ficknefs,  from  whofe  rage  you  port  away. 

Relents,  and  only  now  contrives  your  ftay ; 

The  lately  fatal  and  infedious  ill 

Courts  the  fair  princefs,  and  forgets  to  kill  ; 

In  vain  on  fevers  curfes  we  difpenfe. 

And  vent  our  palTion's  angry  eloquence ; 

In  vain  we  blaft  the  minifters  of  Fate, 

And  the  forlorn  phyficians  imprecate ; 

Say  they  to  death  new  poifons  add  and  fire. 

Murder  fecurely  for  reward  and  hire  ; 

Arts  bafiliTks,  that  kill  whome'er  they  fee. 

And  truly  write  bills  of  mortality. 

Who,  left  the  bleeding  corpfe  fhould  them  betray, 

Firft  drain  thofe  vital  fpeaking  ftreams  away. 

And  will  you,  by  your  flight,  take  part  with  thefe  ? 

Become  yourfelf  a  third  and  new  difeafe  ? 

if  they  have  caus'd  our  lofs,  then  fo  have  you. 

Who  take  yourfelf  and  the  fair  princefs  too  : 

For  we,  depriv'd,  an  equal  damage  have 

When  France  doth  ravifli  hence,  as  when  the  grave: 

But  that  your  choice  th'  unkindnefs  doth  improve. 

And' dereliction  adds  to  your  remove. 

Rochester,  of  Wadham  College. 


A  N 
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AN        EPILOGUE. 

SOME  few,  from  wit,  have  tliis  true  maxim  got, 
"  That  't  is  ftill  better  to  be  pleas'd  than  not ; 
And  therefore  never  their  own  torment  plot. 
While  the  malicious  Critics  ftill  agree 
To  loath  each  play  they  come  and  pay  to  fee. 
The  firft  know  'tis  a  meaner  part  of  fenfe 
To  find  a  fault,  than  tafte  an  excellence  : 
Therefore  they  praife,  and  ftrive  to  like,  while  thefe 
Are  dully  vain  of  being  hard  to  pleafe. 
Poets  and  women  have  an  equal  right 
To  hate  the  dull,  who,  dead  to  all  delight. 
Feel  pain  alone,  and  have  no  joy  bat  fpight, 
'Twas  impotence  did  fiirft  this  vice  begin  ; 
Fools  cenfure  wit,  as  old  men  rail  at  fin  : 
Who  envy  pleafure  which  they  cannot  tafte,. 
And,  good  for  nothing,  would  be  wife  at  laft. 
Since  therefore  to  the  women  it  appears. 
That  all  the  enemies  of  wit  ate  theirs. 
Our  poet  the  dull  herd  no  longer  fears. 
Whate'cT  his  fate  may  prove,  'twill  be  his  pride 
To  ftand  or  fall  with  beauty  on  his  f de. 


} 
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AN        ALLUSION 

TO       THE 

Tenth  Satire  of  the  Firft  Book  of  Horace. 

T  X  TELL,  Sir,  't  is  granted  ;  I  faid  Dryden's  rhvrae* 

'    »      Were  ftolen,  unequal,  nay  dull  many  times  : 
What  foolifh  patron  is  there  found  of  his. 
So  blindly  partial  to  deny  me  this  ? 
But  that  his  plays,  embroider'd  up  and  dowTi  *j 

With  wit  and  learning,  juftly  pleas'd  the  town,  I 

In  the  fame  paper  I  as  freely  own.  J 

Yet,  having  this  allow'd,  the  heavy  mafs 
That  ftuffs  up  his  loofe  volumes,  muft  not  pafs; 
For  by  that  rule  I  might  as  well  admit 
Crown's  tedious  fcenes  for  poetrv'  and  wit. 
*Tis  therefore  not  enough,  when  your  falfe  fenfe. 
Hits  the  falfe  judgment  of  an  audience 
Of  clapping  fools  aflembling,  a  vaft  crowd. 
Till  the  throng'd  playhoufe  crack'd  with  the  dull  load  ; 
Though  ev'n  that  talent  merits,  in  fome  fort. 
That  can  divert  the  rabble  and  the  court. 
Which  blundering  Settle  never  could  obtain. 
And  puzzling  Orway  labours  at  in  vain  : 
But  within  due  proportion  circumfcribe 
Whate'er  you  write,  that  with  a  flowing  tide 
The  ftyle  may  rife,  yet  in  its  rife  forbear 
With  ufelefs  words  t'  opprefs  the  wear}''d  ear. 

Heiq 
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Here  be  your  language  lofty,  there  more  light. 
Your  rhetoric  with  your  poetry  unite. 
For  elegance  fake,  fometimes  allay  the  force 
Of  epithets,  'twill  foften  the  difcourfe  : 
A  jeft  in  fcorn  points  out  and  hits  the  thing 
More  home,  than  the  remotcft  fatire's  fting. 
Shakefpeare  and  Jonfon  did  in  this  excel. 
And  might  herein  be  imitated  well. 
Whom  refin'd  Etherege  copies  not  at  all, 
But  is  himfelf  a  fheer  original. 
Nor  that  flow  drudge  in  fwlft  Pindaric  drains, 
Flatman,  who  Cowley  imitates  with  pains. 
And  rides  a  jaded  Mufe,  whipt,  with  loofe  reins. 
\Vhen  Lee  makes  temperate  Scipio  fret  and  rave. 
And  Hannibal  a  whining  amorous  flave, 
I  laugh,  and  wilh  the  hot-brain'd  fuftian  fool 
In  Bufby's  hands,  to  be  well  lafh'd  at  fchool. 
Of  all  our  modern  wits,  none  feem  to  me 
Once  to  have  touch'd  upon  true  comedy. 
But  hafty  Shadwell,  and  flow  Wycherley. 
Shadwell's.  unfinifli'd  works  do  yet  impart 
..-Great  proofs  of  force  of  nature,  none  of  art ; 
With  juft  bold  ftrokcs  he  daflies  here  and  there. 
Showing  great  maftery  with  little  care. 
Scorning  to  varnifh  his  good  touches  o'er. 
To  make  the  fools  and  women  pralfe  them  more. 
But  Wycherley  earns  hard  whatever  he  gains. 
He  wants  no  judgment,  and  he  fpares  no  pains : 
He  frequently  excels,  and,  at  the  leaft. 
Makes  fewer  faults  than  any  of  the  rell. 

Waller, 
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Waller,  by  Nature  for  the  Bays  defign'd. 

With  force  and  fire,  and  fancy  unconfin'd. 

In  panegyric  does  excel  mankind. 

He  bed  can  turn,  enforce,  and  foften  things. 

To  praife  great  conquerors,  and  flatter  kings. 

For  pointed  fatire  i  would  Buckhurft  -choofe. 

The  beft  good  man,  with  the  worft-natur'd  Mufe, 

For  fongs  and  vcrfes  mannerly  obfcene. 

That  can  ftir  Nature  up  by  fprings  unfeen. 

And,  without  forcing  blufties,  warm  the  queen  ; 

Sedlcy  has  that  prevailing  gentle  art^  -i 

That  can  with  a  refiftlefs  power  impart  l- 

The  loofeft  wifhes  to  the  chafteft  heart,  J 

Raife  fuch  a  conflict,  kindle  fuch  a  fire. 

Betwixt  declining  virtue  and  defire. 

Till  the  poor  vanquifti'd  maid  diflblves  away. 

In  dreams  all  night,  in  fighs  and  tears  all  day. 

Dryden  in  vain  try'd  this  nice  way  of  wit ; 

For  he,  to  be  a  tearing  blade,  thought  fit 

To  give  the  ladies  a  dry  bawdy  bob. 

And  thus  he  got  the  name  of  Poet  Squab. 

But,  to  be  jult,  't  will  to  his  praife  be  found. 

His  excellencies  more  than  faults  abound  : 

Nor  dare  I  from  his  facred  temples  tear 

The  laurel,  which  he  beft  deferves  to  wear. 

But  does  not  Dryden  find  even  Jonfon  dull  > 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher  uncorre*f>,  and  full 

Of  lewd  lines,  as  he  calls  them  ?  Shakefpeare's  ftyle 

Stiff  and  afredcd  ?  To  his  own  the  while 

Vol.  XV,  F  Aila.via^ 
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Allowing  all  the  juftice  that  his  pride 

So  arrogantly  had  to  thefe  deny'd  ? 

And  may  not  I  have  leave  impartially 

To  fearch  and  cenfure  Dryden's  works,  and  try 

If  thofe  grofs  faults  his  choice  pen  doth  commit 

Proceed  from  want  of  judgment,  or  of  wit  ? 

Or  if  his  lumpifli  fancy  does  refufe 

Spirit  and  grace  to  his  loofe  flattern  Mufe  ? 

Five  hundred  verfes  every  moming  writ. 

Prove  him  no  more  a  poet  than  a  wit : 

Such  fcribbling  authors  have  been  feen  before ; 

Muflapha,  the  Ifland  Princefs,  forty  more. 

Were  things  perhaps  compos'd  in  half  an  hour. 

To  write  what  may  fecurely  ftand  the  tcft 

Of  being  well  read  over  thrice  at  leaft  ; 

Compare  each  phrafe,  examine  every  line. 

Weigh  every  word,  and  every  thought  refine; 

Scorn,  all  applaufe  the  vile  rout  can  beftow. 

And  be  content  to  pleafe  thofe  few  who  know, 

Canft  thou  be  fuch  a  vain  miftaken  thing. 

To  wifli  thy  works  might  make  a  play-houfe  ring 

With  the  unthinking  laughter  and  poor  praife 

Of  fops  and  ladies,  factious  for  thy  plays  ? 

Then  fend  a  cunning  friend  to  learn  thy  doom 

From  the  (hrewd  judges  in  the  drawing-room. 

I  've  no  i^rabitlon  on  that  idle  fcore. 

But  fay  with  Betty  Morice  heretofore. 

When  a  court  lauy  cail'd  her  Euckhurll's  *  whore ; 

*   The  fame  probably  who  is  celebrated  by  Lord  Puckhurft 
(or  Dorfet)  in  his  Poems.     See  Gent,  Mag.  178c,  p.  21S. 

I  pleafe 
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I  pleafe  one  man  of  wit,  am  proud  on  't  too. 
Let  all  the  coxcombs  dance  to  bed  to  you. 
Should  I  be  troubled  when  the  Purblind  Knight, 
Who  fquints  more  in  his  judgment  than  his  fight. 
Picks  filly  faults,  and  cenfures  what  I  write  ? 
Or  when  the  poor-fed  poets  of  the  town 
For  fcabs  and  coach-room  cry  my  verfes  down  ? 
I  loath  the  rabble;  't  is  enough  for  me 
If  Sedley,  Shadwell,  Shephard,  Wycherle\', 
Godolphin,  Butler,  Buck.hu rft,  Buckingham, 
And  fome  few  more,  whom  I  omit  to  name. 
Approve  my  fcafe :  I  count  their  cenfure  fame. 


1 


} 


Sir  Car  Scrope,  who  thought  himfelf  reflected  on 
at  the  latter  end  of  the  preceding  Poem,  publiiTied 
a  Poem  "  In  Defence  of  Satire,"  which  occafioned 
the  following  Reply, 

To   Sir   C  A  R    S  c  R  o  p  E. 

TO  rack  and  torture  thy  unmeaning  brain. 
In  Satire's  praife,  to  a  low  untun'd  drain. 
In  thee  was  raoft  impertinent  and  vain. 
When  in  thy  perfon  we  more  clearly  fee 
That  fatire's  of  divine  authority. 
For  God  made  one  on  man  when  he  made  thee ; 
To  fhew  there  v/ere  fome  men,  as  there  arc  apes, 
Fram'd  for  meer  fport,  who  differ  but  in  (hapes : 

¥  z  In 
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In  thee  are  all  thefe  contradLflions  join'd. 

That  make  an  afs  prodigious  and  refin'd. 

A  lump  deform 'd  and  fhapelefs  wert  thou  born. 

Begot  in  Love's  defpight  and  Nature's  fcorn  ; 

And  art  grown  up  the  nioft  ungrateful  wight, 

Harfh  to  the  ear,  and  hideous  to  the  fight ; 

Yet  Love  's  thy  bufinefs.  Beauty  thy  delight. 

Curfe  on  that  filly  hour  that  firft  infpir'd 

Thy  madncfs,  to  pretend  to  be  admir'd  ; 

To  paint  thy  grilly  face,  to  dance,  to  drefs,. 

And  all  thofe  aukward  follies  that  exprefs 

Thy  loathfome  love,  and  filthy  daintinefs. 

Who  needs  wilt  be  an  ugly  Beau-Gar^on, 

Spit  at,  and  fhunn'd  by  every  girl  in  town  ; 

Where  dreadfully  Love's  fcare-crovv  thou  art  plac'd. 

To  fright  the  tender  flock  that  long  to  taile  : 

While  every  coming  maid,  when  you  appear. 

Starts  back  for  Ihame,  and  ftraight  turns  chafte  for  fear; 

For  none  fo  poor  or  proftitute  have  prov'd. 

Where  you  made  love,  t'  endure  to  be  belov'd. 

'T  were  labour  loft,  or  elfe  I  would  advife  ; 

But  thy  half-wit  will  ne'er  let  thee  be  wife. 

Half  witty,  and  half  mad,  and  fcarce  half  brave, 

Plalf  honeft  (which  is  very  much  a  knave) 

Made  up  of  all  thefe  halves,  thou  c anil  not  pafs 

For  any  thing  entirely,  but  an  Afs. 


K  P  i- 
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O       G       U       E. 


AS  charms  are  nonfeafe,  nonfenfe  feems  a  charm, 
Which  hearers  of  all  judgment  does  difarm  -, 
For  fongs  and  fcenes  a  double  audience  bring. 
And  doggrel  takes,  which  fmichs  in  fatin  ling. 
Now  to  machines  and  a  dull  maik  you  run  ; 
We  find  that  v/it  's  the  monllcr  you  would  fhun. 
And  by  my  troth  'tis  moll  dilcreetlv  done.  J 

For  fince  with  vice  and  folly  wit  is  fed. 
Through  mercy  'tis  moft  of  you  are  not  dead. 
Players  turn  puppets  now  at  your  dcfire. 
In  their  mouth  's  nonfenfe,  in  their  tail  's  a  wire, 
They  fly  through  crowds  of  clours  and  fhowers  of  fire 
A  kind  of  lofmg  Loadum  is  their  game. 
Where  the  worft  writer  has  the  greatefl  fame. 
To  get  vile  plays  like  theirs  fhall  be  our  care  ; 
But  of  fach  aukward  adlors  we  defpair. 
Falfe  taucrht  at  firft 


1 
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Like  bowls  ill-biafs'd,  ftill  the  more  they  run. 
They  're  further  off  than  when  they  firft  begun. 
In  comedy  their  unweigh'd  action  mark. 
There  's  one  is  fuch  a  dear  familiar  fpark. 
He  yawns  as  if  he  were  but  half  awake. 
And  fribbling  for  free-fpeaking  does  miftake ; 
Falfe  accent  and  negleftful  action  too  : 
They  have  both  fo  nigh  good,  yet  neither  true, 

F  3  Thut 
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That  both  together,  like  an  ape's  mock-face, 
Ey  near  refembling  man,  do  man  difgrace. 
Tliorough-pac'd  ill  aftors  may,  perhaps,  be  cur'd; 
Half  players,  like  half  wits,  can't  be  endur'd. 
Yet  thefe  are  they,  who  durft  expofe  the  age 
Of  the  great  *  wonder  of  the  Englifli  ftage ; 
\Vhom  Nature  feem'd  to  form  for  your  delight. 
And  bid  him  fpeak,  as  fhe  bid  Shakefpeare  write, 
Tliofe  blades  indeed  are  cripples  in  their  art. 
Mimic  his  foot,  but  not  his  fpeaking  part. 
Let  them  the  Traitor  or  Volpone  try. 

Could  they 

Rage  like  Cethegus,  or  like  Cafnus  die. 
They  ne'er  had  fent  to  Paris  for  fuch  fancies. 
As  monfters  heads  and  Merry- Andrew's  dances. 
Wither'd,  perhaps,  not  perifh'd,  we  appear; 
JBut  they  are  blighted,  and  ne'er  came  to  bear. 
Th'  old  poets  drefs'd  your  miftrefs  Wit  before ; 
Thefe  draw  you  on  with  an  old  painted  whore. 
And  fell,  like  bawds,  patch'd  plays  formaids  twi 
Yet  they  may  fcorn  our  houfe  and  aftors  too. 
Since  they  have  fwell'd  fo  high  to  heftor  you. 
They  cry.  Pox  o'  thefe  Co  vent-Garden  men. 
Damn  them,  not  one  of  them  but  keeps  out  ten. 
Were  they  once  gone,  we  for  thofe  thundering  blades 
Should  have  an  audience  of  fubftantial  trades. 
Who  love  our  muzzled  boys  and  tearing  fellows. 
My  Lord,  ^reat  Neptune,  and  great  nephew  ^olus. 

*  Maj6r  Mohun. 

O  how 
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O  how  the  merry  citizen  h  in  love 

With 

Pfyche,  the  goddefs  of  each  field  and  gro-^e. 
He  cries,  I'  faith,  methinks  'tis  well  enough ; 
But  you  roar  out  and  cr}',  'Tis  all  <iamn'd  ftuff!   •. 
So  to  their  houfe  the  graver  fops  repair. 
While  men  of  wit  find  one  another  here. 


P        R        O        L        O        G        U        E.> 

SPOKEN     AT     THE 

COURT    AT    WHITEHALL, 

BEFORE 

KING     CHARLES     IK 

By  the  Lady  Elizabeth    Ho  Wa  r  d. 

"I  X  7  I T  has  of  late  took  up  a  trick  t'  appear 

'  ^     Unmannerly,  or  at  the  beft,  fevere  : 
And  poets  fhare  the  fate  by  which  we  fall, 
VMien  kindly  we  attempt  to  pieafe  you  all. 
*Tis  hard  your  fcorn  fhould  againft  fuch  prevail, 
Whofe  ends  are  to  divert  you,  though  they  fail. 
You  men  would  think  it  an  ill-natur'd  jeft. 
Should  we  laugh  at  you  when  you  do  your  beft. 
Then  rail  not  here,  though  you  fee  reafon.for  't ;      -\ 
If  wit  can  find  itfelf  no  better  fport,  y 

Wit  is  a  verj'  fcolifh  thing  at  court*  J 

F  4  Wit'i* 
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Wit's  bufinefs  is  to  pleafe,  and  not  to  fright; 
'Tis  no  wit  w  be  always  in  the  right ; 
You  '11  find  it  none,  who  dare  be  fo  to-night. 
Few  fo  ill-bred  will  venture  to  a  play. 
To  fpy  out  faults  in  what  we  women  fay. 
For  us,  no  matter  what  we  fpeak,  but  how  : 

How  kindly  can  we  fay 1  hate  you  now  ! 

And  for  the  men,  if  you  '11  laugh  at  them,  do  ; 
They  mind  themfelves  fo  much,  they  '11  ne'er  mind  you* 
Eat  why  do  I  dsfcend  ta  lofe  a.  prayer 
On  thofe  fmall  faints  in  wit  ?  the  god  fits  there !. 

To  the  KING.^ 

To  you  (Great  SIR)  my  meffage  hither  tends. 

From  Youth  and  Beauty,  your  allies  and  friends ; 

See  my  credentials  written  in  my  face,. 

They  challenge  your  proteftion  in  this  place ; 

And  hither  come  with  fuch  a  force  of  charms. 

As  may  give  check  ev'n  to  your  profperous  arms. 

Millions  of  Cupids  hovering  in  the  rear. 

Like  eagbs  following  fatal  troops,  appear  :     » 

All'V/aiting  for  the  llaughtec  which  draws  nigh,.- 

Of  thofe  bold  gazers  who  this  night  muft  die. 

Nor  can  you  'fcape  our  foft  captivity,. 

From  which  old  age  aJone  mult  fet  you  free.. 

Then  tremble  at  the  fatal  confequence,  t 

Since  'tis  well  known^  for  your  own  part, great  Prince,  > 

'Gainft  us  you  ftill  have  made  a  weak  defence.  J 

Be  generous  and  wife,  and  take  our  part ; 

Kcincjoabcr  we  have  eyes,  and  you  a  heart ;. 

Elfc 
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Elfe  you  may  find,  too  late,  that  we  are  things 
Born  to  kill  vaflals,  and  to  conquer  kings. 
But  oh  to  what  vain  conqueft  I  pretend ! 
While  Love  is  our  commander,  and  your  friend. 
Our  viftory  your  empire  more  aflures. 
For  Love  will  ever  make  the  triumph  yours. 


ELEGY  ON  THE  EARL  OF  ROCHESTER, 
BY     MRS.     WHARTON  *. 

DEEP  waters  filent  roll;  fo  grief  like  mine 
Tears  never  can  relieve,  nor  words  define. 
Stop  then,  ftop  your  vain  fource,  weak  fprings  of  grief. 
Let  tears  flow  from  their  eyes  whom  tears  relieve. 
They  from  their  heads  fhew  the  light  trouble  there. 
Could  my  heart  weep,  its  forrows  'twould  declare : 
When  drops  of  blood,  my  heaxt,  thou'll  loft;  thy  pride. 
The  caufe  of  all  thy  hopes  and  fears,  thy  guide  ! 
He  would  have  led  thee  right  in  Wifdom's  way. 
And  'twas  thy  fault  whene'er  thou  wenrft  aftray  : 

*  See  in  vol.  XVI.  Mr.  Waller's  verfes  on  the  Elegy  here 
ptmted;  afld  verfes  alfo  on  Mrs.  Wharton's  "  Paraphrafe  on 
*'  the  Lord's  Prayer."  Waller's  two  cantos  of  Divine  Poefy 
v.ere  "  occafioned  upon  fight  of  the  53d  chapter  of  Ifaiah,  turned 
"  intoverfeby  Mrs.  Wharton."  Her  "  Verfes  to  Mr.  Waiier" 
are  mentioned-by  Ballard  5  and  her  tran.^ation  of  "  Penelope  to 
*«  Ulyffes"  is  printed  in  Tonfon's  edition  of  Ovid's  Epiftles. 
For  further  particulars  of  this  lady,  fee  "  Select  Collection  of 
"  Mifcellancous  FosiT.s,  JjSc,"  vol.  1.  p.  51.  vol.  II.  p.  319. 
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And  fmce  thou  ftrny'd'ft  when  guided  and  led  on. 
Thou  wilt  be  furely  loft  now  left  alone. 
It  is  thy  Elegy  I  write,  not  his  : 
He  lives  innmortal  and  in  higheft  blifs. 
But  thou  art  dead,  alas !  my  heart,  thou  *rt  dead : 
He  lives,  that  lovely  foul  for  ever  fled. 
But  thou  'mongft  crowds  on  earth  art  buried. 
Great  was  thy  lofs,  which  thou  canft  ne'er  exprefs. 
Nor  was  th'  infenfible  dull  nation's  lefs  ; 
He  civiliz'd  the  rude,  and  taught  the  young. 
Made  fools  grow  wife ;  fuch  artful  magic  hung 
Upon  his  ufeful  kind  inftrufting  tongue. 
His  lively  wit  was  of  himfelf  a  part. 
Not,  as  in  other  men,  the  work  of  art ; 
For,  though  his  learning  like  his  wit  was  great. 
Yet  fure  ail  learning  came  below  his  wit ; 
As  God's  immediate  gifts  are  better  far 
Than  thofe  we  borrow  from  our  likenefs  here,~ 
He  was — but  I  want  words,  and  ne'er  can  tell. 
Yet  this  I  know,  he  did  mankind  cxcell. 
He  was  what  no  man  ever  was  before. 
Nor  can  indulgent  nature  give  us  more. 
For,  to  make  liim,  (lie  exhaufted  all  her  ftorc. 
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AN         ESSAY 

O   N 

TRANSLATED     VERSE. 

HA P P y  that  author,  whofe  correft  *  dl'ay 
Repairs  fo  well  our  old  Horatian  way  : 
And  happy  you,  who  (by  propitious  fate) 
On  great  Apollo's  facred  ftandard  wait. 
And  with  ftrifl  difcipline  inftructed  right, 
Ha\e  learn'd  to  ufe  your  arms  before  you  fight. 
But  fince  the  prefs>  the  pulpit,  and  the  ftage, 
Confpire  to  cenfure  and  expofe  our  age : 
Provok'd  too  far,  we  refolutely  muft. 
To  the  few  virtues  that  we  have,  be  juft. 
For  who  have  long'd,  or  who  have  labour'd  more 
To  fearch  the  treafures  of  the  Roman  llore ; 
Or  dig  in-Grecian  mines  for  purer  ore  ? 
The  nobleft  fruits  tranfplanted  in  our  ifle 
With  early  hope  and  fragrant  bloffoms  fmile. 
Familiar  Ovid  tender  thoughts  infpires. 
And  Nature  fecgnds  all  his  foft  defires : 
Theocritus  does  now  to  us  belong ; 
And  Albion's  rocks  repeat  his  rural  fong. 

*  John  Sheffield  duke  of  Buckinghamihire. 

Who 


J 


So         ROSCOMMON'S    POEMS, 

Who  has  not  heard  how  Italy  was  bleft. 
Above  the  Medes,  above  the  wealthy  Eaft  ? 
Or  Gallus'  fong,  fo  tender  and  fo  true. 
As  ev'n  Lycoris  might  with  pity  view  I 
When  mourning  nymphs  attend  their  Daphnis'  hearfe. 
Who  does  not  weep  that  reads  the  moving  verfe ! 
But  hear,  oh  hear,  in  what  exahed  ftrains 
Sicilian  Mufes  through  thefe  happy  plains 
Proclaim  Saturnian  times — our  own  Apollo  reigns ! 
When  France  had  breath'd,  after  inteftine  broils. 
And  peace  and  conqueft  crown'd  her  foreign  toils. 
There  (cultivated  by  a  royal  hand) 
Learning  grew  faft,  and  fpread,  and  bleft  the  land ; 
The  choiceft  books  that  Rome  or  Greece  have  known. 
Her  excellent  tranflators  made  her  own  : 
And  Europe  ftiil  confiderably  gains. 
Both  by  their  good  example  and  their  pains. 
From  hence  our  generous  emulation  came. 
We  undertook,  and  we  perform'd  the  fame. 
But  now,  we  fhew  the  world  a  nobler  way. 
And  in  tranllated  verfe  do  more  than  they ; 
Serene  and  clear,  harmonious  Horace  flows. 
With  fweetnefs  not  to  be  exprcft  in  profe  : 
Degrading  profe  explains  his  meaning  ill. 
And  fhews  the  fluff,  but  not  the  workman's  (kill : 
1  (who  have  ferv'd  liim  more  than  twenty  years) 
Scarce  know  my  mailer  as  he  there  appears. 
Vain  are  our  neighbours  hopes,  and  vain  their  cares, 
Tlie  fault  is  more  their  language's  than  theirs ; 

'Tis 
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'  Tis  courtly,  florid,  and  abounds  in  words 

Of  fofter  found  than  ours  perhaps  affords  ^ 

But  who  did  ever  in  French  authors  fee 

The  comprelienfive  Englifh  energy  ? 

The  weighty  bullion  of  one  fterling  line. 

Drawn  to  French  wire,  would  through  whole  pages  fhine. 

I  fpeak  my  private,  but  impartial  ienCc, 

With  freedom,  and  (I  hope)  without  offence; 

For  I  '11  recant,  when  France  can  flic v/  mc  wit. 

As  flrong  as  ours,  and  as  fuccindly  writ. 

■"Tis  true,  compofmg  is  the  nobler  part. 

But  good  tranflation  is  no  eafy  art. 

For  though  materials  have  long  fmce  been  found. 

Vet  both  your  fancy  and  your  hands  are  bound  ; 

And  by  improving  what  was  writ  before. 

Invention  .labours  lefs^  but  judgment  more. 

The  foil  intended  for  Pierian  feeds 
Muil  be  well  purg'i  from  rank  pedantic  weed?. 
Apollo  (tarts,  and  all  Pamaffus  fhakes. 
At  the  rude  rumbling  Baralipton  makes. 
For  none  have  been  with  admiration  read. 
But  who  (befide  their  learning)  were  well  bred. 

The  firil  great  work  (a  taik  perform'd  by  few ) 
Is,  that  yourfelf  may  to  yourfelf  be  true  : 
"No  mafk,  no  .tricks,  no  favour,  no  referve  ; 
Difiecl  your  mind,  examine  ever}-  nerve. 
Whoever  vainly  on  his  flrength  depends. 
Begins  like  .Virgil,  but  like  Masvius  ends. 
That  wretch  (in  fpite  of  his  forgotten  rhymes) 
Condemn'd  to.live  to  all  fucceeding  times, , 
.     Vol.  XV.  G  With 
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With  pompous  nonfcnfe  and  a  bellowing  found 
Sung  lofty  Ilium,  tumbling  to  the  ground. 
And  (if  my  Mufe  can  through  paft  ages  fee) 
That  noify,  naufeous,  gaping  fool  was  he; 
Exploded,  when  with  univerfal  fcorn. 
The  mountains  labour'd  and  a  raoufe  was  born. 

Learn,  learn,  Crotona's  brawny  wreftler  cries. 
Audacious  mortals,  and  be  timely  wife  ! 
•'Tis  I  that  call,  remember  Milo's  end, 
Wedg'd  in  that  timber,  which  he  ftrove  to  rend. 

Each  poet  with  a  different  talent  writes. 
One  praifes,  one  inftrufts,  another  bites. 
Horace  did  ne'er  afpire  to  Epic  bays. 
Nor  lofty  Maro  ftoop  to  Lyric  la}'s. 
Examine  how  your  humour  is  inclin'd. 
And  which  the  ruling  paifion  of  your  mind  j 
Then,  feek  a  poet  who  your  way  does  bend. 
And  choofe  an  author  as  you  choofe  a  friend. 
United  by  this  fympathetic  bond. 
You  grow  familiar,  intimate,  and  fond; 
Yourthoughts,yourwords,  yourftyles,  yourfouls agree, 
TSlo  longer  his  interpreter,  but  he. 

With  how  much  eafe  is  a  young  Mufe  betray'd  I 
How  nice  the  reputation  of  the  maid  ! 
Your  early,  kind,  paternal  care  appears. 
By  chafte  inftruftion  of  her  tender  years. 
1  he  firft  impreffion  in  her  infjtnt  breaft 
Will  be  the  deepcfl,  and  fliould  be  the  beft. 
Le:  not  aufterity  breed  fcrvile  fear. 
No  wanton  found  offend  her  virgin  ear. 
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Secure  from  fooliih  pride's  afFedted  ftate. 
And  fpecious  flattery's  more  pernicious  bait. 
Habitual  innocence  adorns  her  thoughts. 
But  your  negleift  mult  anlVer  for  her  faults. 

Immodeft  words  admit  of  no  defence ; 
For  want  of  decency  is  want  of  fcnfe. 
What  moderate  fop  would  rake  the  Park  or  ftews. 
Who  among  troops  of  faultlefs  nymphs  may  choolo  ? 
V^ariety  of  fuch  is  to  be  found  : 
Take  then  a  fubjeft  proper  to  expound  : 
But  moral,  great,  and  worth  a  poet's  voice. 
For  men  of  fenfe  defpife  a  trivial  choice  : 
And  fuch  applaufc  it  muft  expeft  to  meet. 
As  would  fome  painter  bufy  in  a  ftreet. 
To  copy  bulls  and  bears,  and  every  fign. 
That  calls  the  ftaring  fots  to  nafty  wine. 

Yet  'tis  not  all  to  have  a  fubjed  good. 
It  muft  delight  us  when  'tis  underituod. 
He  that  brings  fulfom-^  objetfls  to  my  vie-.v, 
(As  many  old  have  done,  and  many  ncv») 
With  R3iifeous  images  my  fancy  fills, 
And  all  goes  down  like  oxymel  of  fquills. 
Inftruft  the  liftening  world  how  Maro  fings 
Of  ufeful  fubjefts  and  of  loftv  things. 
Thefe  will  Uich  true,  fuch  bright  ideas  raife. 
As  merit  gratitude,  as  well  as  pr.aife  : 
But  foul  defcriptions  are  Offenfive  ftill. 
Either  for  being  like,  or  being  ill. 
For  who,  without  a  qualm,  hath  ever  look'd 
On  jioly  garbage,  though  by  Homer  couk'd  ? 

^G   2  Wiofe 
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Whofe  railing  heroes,  and  whofe  wounded  Gods, 
Makes  forae  fufpeft  he  fnores,  as  well  as  nods. 
But  I  offend— Virgil  begins  to  frown. 
And  Plorace  looks  with  indignation  down  ; 
My  bkifhing  Mufe  with  confcious  fear  retires. 
And  whom  they  like,  implicitly  admires.     - 

On  fore  foundations  let  your  fabric  rife. 
And  with  attraftive  majeity  furprife. 
Not  by  affefted  meretricious  arts. 
But  ftri(5l  harmonious  fymmetry  of  parts ; 
Which  through  the  whole  infenfibly  muft  pafs. 
With  vital  heat  to  animate  the  mafs : 
A  pure,  an  aftive,  an  aufpicious  flame. 
And  bright  as  heaven,  from  whence  the-blefling  came; 
But  few,  oh  few  fouls,  prsordain'd  by  fate. 
The  race  of  Gods,  have  reach'd  that  envy'd  height. 
No  Rebel-Titan's  facrilegious  crime. 
By  heaping  hills  on  hills  can  hither  climb : 
The  grizly,  ferryman  of  hell  deny'd 
yEneas  entrance,  till  he  knew  his  guide  : 
How  juftly  then  will  impious  mortals  fall, 
Whofe  pride  would  foar  to  heaven  without  a  call ! 

Pride  (of  all  others  the  moft  dangerous  fault) 
Proceeds  from  vyant  of  fenfe,  or  want  of  thought. 
The  men^  who  labour  and  digeft  things  moft, 
Will  be  much  apter  to  defpond  than  boaft : 
For  if  your  author  be  profoundly  good, 
'Twill  coft  you  dear  before  he  's  underftood. 
How  many  ages  fmce  has  Virgil  writ ! 
How  few  are  they  who  underftand  him^et  I 

Approach" 
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Approach  his  altars  with  religious  fear. 

No  vulgar  deity  inhabits  there  : 

Heaven  fhakes  not  more  at  Jove's  imperial  nod, 

Than  poets  fhould  before  their  Mantuan  God. 

Hail  mighty  Maro !  may  that  facred  name 

Kindle  my  breaft  with  thy  celeftial  flame ; 

Sublime  ideas  and  apt  words  infufc. 

The  Mufe  inltruct  ray  voice,  and  thou  infpire  the  Mufe! 

What  I  have  inftanc'd  only  in  the  beft, 
I5,  in  proportion,  true  of  all  the  reft. 
Take  pains  the  genuine  meaning  to  explore. 
There  fweat,  there  ftrain,  tug  the  laborious  oar ; 
Search  ever\'  comment  that  your  care  can  find. 
Some  here,  fome  there,  may  hit  the  poet's  mind ; 
Yet  be  not  blindly  guided  by  the  throng ; 
The  multitude  is  always  in  the  wrong. 
When  things  appear  unnatural  or  hard, 
Confult  your  author,  with  himfelf  compar'd  ; 
\Mio  knows  what  blclling  Phabus  may  beftow,. 
And  future  ages  to  your  labour  owe  ? 
Such  fecrets  are  not  eafily  found  out. 
But,  once  difcover'd,  leave  no  room  for  doubt. 
Truth  ftamps  conviction  in  your  ravifh'd  breaft. 
And  peace  and  joy  attend  the  glorious  gueft. 

Truth  ftill  is  one ;  truth  is  divinely  bright. 
No  cloudy  doubts  obfcure  her  native  light; 
Vvhile  in  your  thoughts  }-ou  find  the  leaft  debate. 
You  may  confound,  but  never  can  tranflate. 
Your  ftyle  will  this  through  all  difguifes  fhow. 
For  none  explain  more  clearly  than  they  know.- 

G  I  He 
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He  only  proves  he  underflands  a  text, 

Whofe  expofition  leaves  it  unperplex'd. 

They  who  too  faithfully  on  names  infift. 

Rather  create  than  dilfipate  the  mift  ; 

And  grow  unjull  by  being  over-nice, 

(For  fuperlUtious  virtue  turns  to  vice.) 

Let  Craflus's  *  ghoft  and  Labienus  tell 

How  twice  in  Parthian  plains  their  legions  fell. 

Since  Rome  hath  been  fo  jealous  of  her  fame. 

That  few  know  Pacorus'  or  Monsfes'  name. 

Words  in  one  language  elegantly  us'd. 

Will  hardly  in  another  be  excus'd. 

And  fome  that  Rome  admir'd  in  Caefar's  time. 

May  neither  fuit  our  genius  nor  our  clime. 

The  genuine  fenfe,  intelligibly  told. 

Shews  a  tranflator  both  difcreet  and  bold. 

Excurfions  are  inexpiably  bad  ; 

And  'tis  much  fafer  to  leave  out  than  add. 

Abftrufe  and  myftic  thoughts  you  muft  exprefs  "j 

With  painful  care,  but  feeming  eafinefs.;  > 

For  truth  lliines  brightell  through  the  plaineft  drefs.  J 

Th'  Mneaa  Mufe,  when  flie  appears  in  ftate. 

Makes  all  Jove's  thunder  on  her  verfes  wait. 

Yet  writes  fometimes  as  foft  and  moving  things 

As  Venus  fpeaks,  or  Philomela  fmgs. 

Your  author  always  will  the  bell  advife. 

Fall  when  he  falls,  and  when  he  rifes  rife. 

AfFeded  noife  is  the  mod  wretched  thing, 

That  to  contempt  can  empty  fcriblers  bring. 

*  Hoi.  3  Od.  vi. 
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Vowels  and  accents,  regularly  plac'd. 
On  even  fyllables  (and  ftill  the  lad) 
Though  grofs  innumerable  faults  abound. 
In  fpite  of  nonfenfe,  never  fail  or  found. 
But  this  is  meant  of  even  verfe  alone, 
As  being  mod  harmonious  and  moft  known  : 
For  if  you  will  unequal  numbers  trv. 
There  accents  on  odd  fyllables  muft  lie. 
Whatever  fifter  of  the  learned  Nine 
Does  to  your  fuit  a  willing  ear  incline. 
Urge  your  fuccefs,  defer\e  a  lafting  name. 
She  '11  crown  a  grateful  and  a  conftant  flame. 
But,  if  a  wild  uncertainty  prevail. 
And  turn  your  veering  heart  with  every  gale. 
You  lofe  the  fruit  of  all  your  former  care. 
For  the  fad  profpeft  of  a  juft  defpair. 

A  quack  (too  fcandalouHy  mean  to  name) 
Had,  by  man-midwifery,  got  wealth  and  fame: 
As  if  Lucina  had  forgot  her  trade. 
The  labouring  wife  invokes  his  furer  aid. 
Well-feafon'd  bowls  the  goffip's  fpirits  raife. 
Who,  while  (he  guzzles,  chats  the  doctor's  praife  ; 
And  largely,  what  fhe  wants  in  words,  fupplics. 
With  maudlin-eloquence  of  trickling  eyes. 
But  what  a  thoughtlefs  animal  is  man  ! 
{How  ver}'  aftive  in  his  own  trepan  !) 
For,  greedy  of  phyficians  frequent  fees, 
Jrom  female  mellow  praife  he  takes  degrees  ; 
Struts  in  a  new  unlicens'd  gown,  and  then 
From  faying  women  fails  to  killing  men. 

G  4.  Another 
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Another  fuch  had  left  the  nation  thin. 

In  fpite  of  all  the  children  he  brought  in. 

His  pills  as  thick  as  hand-granadoes  flew  ; 

And  where  they  fell,  as  certainly  they  flew ; 

His  name  fi:ruck  every  where  as  great  a  damp. 

As  Archimedes  through  the  Roman  camp. 

With  this,  the  doftor's  pride  began  to  cool ; 

For  fmarting  foundly  may  convince  a  fool. 

But  now  repentance  came  too  late  for  grace  ; 

And  meagre  Famine  ftar'd  him  in  the  face  : 

Fain  would  he  to  the  wives  be  reconcil'd. 

But  found  no  hufljand  left  to  own  a  child. 

The  friends,  that  got  the  brats,  were  poifon'd  too; 

In  this  fad  cafe,  what  could  our  vermin  do  ? 

Worry'd  with  debts  and  paft  all  hope  of  bail, 

Th'  unpity'd  wretch  lies  rotting  in  a  jail : 

And  there  with  bafket-alms,  fcarce  kept  alive. 

Shews  how  miftaken  talents  ought  to  thrive. 

I  pity,  from  my  foul,  unhappy  men, 
Compell'd  by  want  to  profliciite  their  pen  ; 
Who  mufl:,  like  lawyers,  either  flarve  or  plead. 
And  follow,  right  or  wrong,  where  guineas  lead  ! 
But  you,  Pompilian,  wealthy,  paraper'd  heirs. 
Who  to  your  country  owe  your  fwords  and  cares. 
Let  no  vain  hope  your  eafy  mind  feduce. 
For  rich  ill  poets  are  without  excufe. 
'Tis  very  dangerous,  tampering  with  a  Mufe, 
The  profit  's  fmall  and  you  have  much  to  lofe ; 
For  though  true  wit  adorns  your  birth  or  place. 
Degenerate  lines  degrade  th'  attainted  race. 

•       ■  No 
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No  poet  any  paflion  can  excite. 

But  what  they  feel  tranfport  them  when  they  write, 

Have  you  been  led  through  the  Cuma:an  ca\  e. 

And  heard  th'  impatient  maid  divinely  rave  ? 

I  hear  her  now  ;  I  fee  her  rolling  eyes : 

And  panting  ;  Lo  !  the  god,  the  god,  (he  cries  ; 

With  words  not  hers,  and  more  than  human  found 

She  makes  th'  obedient  ghofts  peep  trembling  through 

the  ground. 
But,  though  we  muft  obey  when  heaven  commands. 
And  man  in  vain  the  facred  call  witliftands, 

'. -ware  what  fpirit  rages  in  your  breaft; 
IT  ten  infpir'd,  ten  thoufand  are  poffeft. 

■  hu5  make  the  proper  i:fe  of  each  extreme. 
And  write  with  fury,  but  correft  with  phlegm. 
As  when  the  chearful  hours  too  freely  pafs. 
And  fparkling  wine  fmiles  in  tlie  tempting  glau. 
Your  pulfe  advifes,  and  begins  to  beat 
Through  every  fwelling  vein  a  loud  retreat : 
So  when  a  Mufe  propitioufly  invites. 
Improve  her  favours,  and  indulge  her  flights  ; 
But  when  you  find  that  vigorous  heat  abate. 
Leave  off,  and  for  another  fummons  wait. 
Before  the  radiant  fun,  a  glimmering  lamp. 
Adulterate  metals  to  the  fterling  ftamp. 
Appear  not  meaner,  than  mere  human  lines, 
Compar'd  with  thofe  whofe  infpiration  (hines : 
Thefe  nervous,  bold  ;  thofe  lar.guid  and  remifs ; 
There,  cold  falutcs ;  but  here  a  lover's  kifs. 

Thus 
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Thus  have  I  feen  a  rapid  headlong  tide. 

With  foaming  waves  the  paffive  Soane  divide; 

Whofe  lazy  waters  without  motion  lay. 

While  he,  with  eager  force,  urg'd  his  impetuous  way, 

The  privilge  that  ancient  poets  claim. 
Now  turn'd  to  licence  by  too  juft  a  name. 
Belongs  to  none  but  an  eftablifh'd  fame. 

Which  fcorns  to  take  it 

Abfurd  expreffions,  crude,  abortive  thoughts. 

All  the  lewd  legion  of  exploded  faults, 

Bafe  fugitives  to  that  afylum  fly. 

And  facred  laws  with  infolence  defy. 

Not  thus  our  heroes  of  the  former  days, 

Peferv'd  and  gain'd  their  never-fading  bays ; 

For  I  miftake,  or  far  the  greateft  part 

Of  what  fome  call  negleft,  was  ftudy'd  art. 

When  Virgil  feems  to  trifle  in  a  line, 

*Tis  like  a  warning-piece,  which  gives  the  figii 

To  wake  your  fancy,  and  prepare  your  fight. 

To  reach  the  noble  height  of  fome  unufual  fiightc 

I  lofe  my  patience,  when  with  faucy  pride. 

By  untun'd  ears  I  hear  his  numbers  try'd. 

Reverfe  of  nature!  fnall  fuch  copies  then 

Arraign  th'  originals  of  Maro's  pen ! 

And  -the  rude  notions  of  pedantic  fcliools 

Blafpheme  the  facred  founder  of  our  rules ! 

The  delicacy  of  the  niceft  ear 
Finds  nothing  harfli  or  out  of  order  there. 
Sublime  or  low,  unbended  or  intenfe. 
The  found  is  Hill  a  comment  to  the  fenfc» 
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A  flcilful  ear  in  numbers  (hould  prefide. 
And  all  difputes  without  appeal  decide. 
This  ancient  Rome  and  elder  Athens  found. 
Before  miftaken  ftops  debauch'd  the  found. 

When,  by  impuife  from  heaven,  T)rt£us  fung. 
In  drooping  foldiers  a  new  courage  fprung; 
Reviving  Sparta  now  the  fight  maintain'd. 
And  what  two  generals  loft  a  poet  gain'd. 
By  fecret  influence  of  indulgent  flcies. 
Empire  and  poefy  together  rife. 
True  poets  are  the  guardians  of  a  ftate. 
And,  when  they  fail,  portend  approaching  fate. 
For  that  which  Rome  to  conqueit  did  infpire. 
Was  not  the  Veftal,  but  the  Mufes'  fire ; 
Heaven  joins  the  bleffings :   No  declining  age 
E'er  felt  the  raptures  of  poetic  rage. 

Of  many  faults,  rhyme  is  (perhaps)  the  caufe; 
Too  ftrift  to  rhyme,  we  flight  more  ufeful  laws. 
For  that,  in  Greece  or  Rome,  was  never  known. 
Till  by  barbarian  deluges  o'erflown  : 
Subdued,  undone,  they  did  at  laft  obev. 
And  change  their  own  for  their  invaders'  way, 

I  grant  that  from  fome  moi'i)-,  idol  oak. 
In  double  rhymes  our  Thor  and  Woden  fpoke; 
And  by  fuccefiion  of  unlearned  times. 
As  Bards  begaa,  fo  Monks  rung  on  the  chimes. 

But  now  that  Phoebus  and  the  facred  Nine, 
With  all  their  beams  on  our  bleft  ifland  fliine, 
W^hy  fliould  not  we  their  ancient  rites  reftore. 
And  be,  what  Rome  or  Athens  were  before  ? 


9» 
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*  *  Have  we  forgot  how  Raphael's  numerous  profe 

*  Led  our  exalted  fouls  through  heavenly  camps, 

*  And  mark'd  the  ground  where  proud  apoftate  thrones 

*  Defy'd  Jehovah  !   Here,  'twixt  hoft  and  hoft, 
«  (A  narrow,  but  a  dreadful  interval) 

*  Portentous  fight !  before  tiie  cloudy  van 

«  Satan  with  vaft  and  haughty  ftrides  advanc'd, 

«  Came  towering  arm'd  in  adamant  and  gold. 

*  There  bellowing  engines,  with  tlicir  fiery  tubes, 

*  Difpers'd  sethereal  forms,  and  down  they. fell 

*  By  thoufands,  angels  on  archangels  roll'd  ; 

*  Recovef'd,  to  the  hills  they  ran,  they  flew, 

*  Which  (with  their  ponderous  load,   rocks,  waters,, 

*  woods): 

*  From  their  firm  feats  torn  by  the  ffiaggy  tops 

»  They  bore  like  ihields  before  them  through  the  air,, 
«  Till  more  incens'd  they  hurl'd  them  at  their  foes. 

*  All  was  confufion,  heaven's  foundation  (hook, 

*  Threatning  no  lefs  than  univerfal  wreck, 

*  For  Michael's  arm  main  promontories  fiung, 

*  And  over-preft  whole  legions  weak  with  fin  : 

*  Yet  they  blafphem'd  and  ftruggled  as  they  lay, 

*  Till  the  great  enfign  of  Mefiiah  blaz'd, 

*  And  (arm'd  with  vengeance)  God's  victorious  Son 
*•  Effulgence  of  paternal  deity) 

*  Grafping  ten  thoufand  thunders  in  his  hand, 

*  Drove  th'  old  original  rebels  headlong  down, 

*  And  fent  them  flaming  to  the  vaft  abyfs.' 

*  An  elTay  on  blank  vciTe,  out  of  Paradife  Loft,  B,  VI. 
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O  mny  I  live  to  hail  the  glorious  day, 
And  fing  loud  pxans  through  the  crowded  way. 
When  in  triumphant  ftate  the  Briiilh  Mufe, 
True  to  herfelf,  iLall  barbarous  aid  refufe. 
And  in  the  Roman  majelty  appear. 
Which  none  know  better,  and  nunc  come  (o  ncer. 

TO   THE   EARL  OF   ROSCOxMMON, 

ON     HIS     ESSAV    ON    TRANSLATED    VERSE, 

BY    DR.    CHE  TWO  OD,    168+. 

AS  when  by  labouring  ftars  new  kingdoms  rife^ 
The  mighty  mafs  in  rude  confuiion  lies, 
A  court  unform'd,  diforder  at  the  bar. 
And  ev'n  in  peace  the  rugged  mien  of  war. 
Till  fomc  wife  ftatefr.an  into  method  draws 
The  parts,  and  animates  the  frame  with  laws ; 
Such  was  the  cafe  when  Chaucer's  early  toil 
Founded  the  Mufes'  empire  in  our  foil. 
Spenfer  improv'd  it  with  his  painful  hand. 
But  l^oft  a  noble  Mufe  in  Fair\'-land. 
Shakfpeare  faid  all  that  Nature  could  impart. 
And  Jonfon  added  Induiby  and  Art. 
Cowley  and  Denham  gain'd  immortal  praife  ; 
And  fome,  who  merit  as  they  wear  the  bays, 
Searcji'd  all  the  treafuries  of  Greece  and  Rc-ne, 
And  brought  the  precious  fpoils  in  triumph  home. 
But  ftill  pur  language  had  feme  ancient  ruft ; 
Our  flights  were  often  high,  but  feldom  juil. 


94-        ROSCOMMON'S    POEMS* 

There  wanted  one,  who  licenfe  could  reftrain. 
Make  civil  laws  o'er  barbarous  ufage  reign  : 
One  worthy  in  Apollo's  chair  to  fit. 
To  hold  the  fcales,  and  give  the  ftamp  of  wit; 
In  whom  ripe  judgment  and  young  fancy  meet. 
And  force  poetic  rage  to  be  difcreet ; 
Who  grows  not  naufeous  while  he  ftrives  to  pleafe. 
But  marks  the  ihelves  in  the  poetic  feas. 
Who  knows,  and  teaches  what  our  clime  can  bear. 
And  makes  the  barren  ground  obey  the  labourer's  care. 
Few  could  conceive,  none  the  great  work  could  do, 
'Tis  a  frefh  province,  and  referv'd  for  you. 
Thofe  talents  all  arc  yours,  of  which  but  one 
Were  a  fair  fortune  for  a  Mufe's  fon. 
Wit,  reading,  judgment,  converfation,  art, 
A  head  well-balanc'd,  and  a  generous  heart. 
While  infccft  rhymes  cloud  the  polluted  Iky, 
Created  to  moleil  the  world,  and  die. 
Your  file  does  polifh  what  your  fancy  cafl: ; 
Works  are  long  forming  wliich  mull  always  lafl:. 
Rough  iron  fenfe,  and  ftubborn  to  the  mold, 
Touch'd  by  your  chemic  hand,  is  turn'd  to  gold, 
A  fecret  grace  fafhions  the  flowing  lines. 
And  infpiration  through  the  labour  fhincs, 
Writeis,  in  fpight  of  all  their  paint  and  art. 
Betray  the  darling  paffion  of  their  heart. 
No  fame  you  wound,  give  no  chafte  ears  offence. 
Still  true  to  friendfliip,  modefty,  and  fenfe. 
So  Saints,  from  Heaven  for  our  example  fent. 
Live  to  their  rules,  have  nothing  to  repent. 

Horace, 
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Horace,  if  living,  by  exchange  of"  fate. 
Would  give  no  laws,  but  only  yours  tranflate. 

Hoift  fail,  bold  writers,  fearch,  difcover  far. 
You  have  a  corapafs  for  a  Polar-ftar. 
Tune  Orpheus'  harp,  and  with  enchanting  rhymes 
Soften  the  favage  humour  of  the  times. 
Tell  all  thofe  untouch'd  wonders  which  appcar'd 
When  Fate  itfelf  for  our  great  Monarch  fear'd  : 
Securely  through  the  dangerous  foreft  led 
By  guards  of  Angels,  when  his  own  were  fled. 
Heaven  kindly  exercis'd  his  youth  with  cares. 
To  crown  with  unmix'd  joys  his  riper  years. 
Make  warlike  James's  peaceful  virtues  known. 
The  fecond  hope  and  genius  of  the  throne. 
Heaven  in  compaflion  brought  him  on  our  ftage. 
To  tame  the  fur)'  of  a  monftrous  age. 
But  what  blefl:  voice  fhall  your  Maria  fing  ? 
Or  a  lit  offering  to  her  altars  bring  ? 
In  joys,  in  grief,  in  triumphs,  in  retreat. 
Great  always,  without  aiming  to  be  great. 
True  Roman  majeft}'  adorns  her  face  ; 
And  every  gefture  's  form'd  by  every  Grace. 
Her  beauties  are  too  heavenly  and  refin'd 
For  the  grofs  fenfes  of  a  vulgar  mind. 
It  is  your  part  (you  Poets  can  divine)  -i 

To  prophcfy  how  (he  by  Heaven's  def:gn  \ 

Shall  give  an  heir  to  the  great  Britifli  line,  J 

Who  over  all  the  Wellem  illes  (hall  reign. 
Both  awe  the  continent,  and  rule  the  main. 


It 
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It  is  your  place  to  wait  upon  her  name 
Through  the  vaft  regions  of  eternal  fame. 
True  Poets  fouls  to  Princes  are  ally'd. 
And  the  world's  Empire  with  its  Kings  divide. 
Heaven  trufts  the  prefent  time  to  Monarch's  care. 
Eternity  is  the  good  Writer's  fhare  *. 

TO    THE    EARL    OF    ROSCOMMON  j 

OCCASIONED    BY    HIS    LORDSHIP'iS    ESSAY    ON 
TRANSLATED    VERSE. 

FROM    THE    LATIN    OF    MR.    CHARLES    DRYDEN, 

BY     MR.     NEEDLE  R. 

TH  AT  happy  Britain  boafts  her  tuneful  race. 
And  laurel  wreaths  her  peaceful  temples  grace. 
The  honour  and  the  praife  is  juftly  due 
To  you  alone,  illuftrious  Earl !  to  you. 
For  foon  as  Horace,  with  his  artful  page. 
By  thee  explain'd,  had  taught  the  liftening  age ; 
Of  brighteft  Bards  arofc  a  (kilful  train. 
Who  fvveetly  fung  in  their  immortal  flrain. 
No  more  content  great  Maro's  fteps  to  trace. 
New  paths  we  fearch,  and  tread  unbeaten  ways. 
Ye  Britons,  then,  triumphantly  rejoice  ; 
And  with  loud  peals,  and  one  confenting  voice. 
Applaud  the  man  who  does  unrival'd  fit, 
•'  The  fovereign-judge  and  arbiter  of  wit!" 

*  See  Mifccllany  Poems,  lyJo,  vol.  III.  p.  173. 

For, 
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For,  led  by  thee,  an  endlefs  train  fhall  rife 
Of  Poets,  who  (hall  climb  fuperior  Ikies ; 
Heroes  and  Gods  in  worthy  verfe  (hall  fiiia. 
And  tune  to  Homer's  lay  the  lofty  (tring. 

Thy  works  too,  fovereign  Bard  *  !  if  right  I  fee^ 
They  (hall  trandate  with  equal  majefty ; 
While  with  new  joy  thy  happy  (hade  (hall  rove 
Through  the  bleft  mazes  of  tli*  Elyfian  grove. 
And,  wondering,  in  Britannia's  rougher  tongue 
To  find  thy  heroes  and  thy  (hepherds  fung, 
vShall  break  forth  in  thefe  words:  "  Thy  favour'd  name. 
Great  heir  and  guardian  of  the  Mantuan  fame! 
How  (hall  my  willing  gratitude  purfue 
With  praifes  large  as  to  thy  worth  are  due  f 
Though  taftelefs  Bards,  by  Nature  never  taught. 
In  wretched  rhymes  difguife  my  genuine  thought ; 
Though  Homer  now  the  wars  of  godlike  Kings 
In  Ovid's  foft  enenate  numbers  (ings : 
Tuneful  Silenus,  and  the  matchlefs  verfe 
That  does  the  birth  of  infant  worlds  rehearfe,. 
Atones  for  all,  by  that  my  refcued  fame 
Shall  vie  in  age  with  Nature's  deathlefs  frame;. 
By  thee  the  learned  fong  (hall  nobly  live. 
And  praife  from  every  Britifh  tongue  receive. 

Give  to  thy  daring  genius  then  the  rein. 
And  freely  launch  into  a  bolder  ftrain ; 
Nor  with  thefe  words  my  happy  fpirit  grieve  i. 
'  The  laft  good  office  of  thy  friend  receive  +.* 

•  Virgil.     H.  N, 

t   "  Cape  dona  extrema  tuorum  ;"   the  motto  to  Lord  Rof- 
coranron's  Eflay.     H*  N. 

Vol.  XV.  H  On 
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On  the  firm  bafe  of  thy  immortal  lays, 
A  nobler  pile  to  thy  lov'd  Maro  raife  ; 
My  glory  by  thy  Ikill  fhall  brighter  fhine. 
With  native  charms  and  energy  divine! 
Eritain  with  juft  applaufe  the  vi'ork  fnall  read. 
And  crown  with  fadelefs  bays  thy  facred  head. 
Nor  fhall  thy  Mufe  the  graver's  pencil  need. 
To  draw  the  hero  on  his  prancing  fteed  ; 
Thy  living  verfe  fhall  paint  th'  imbattled  hoft 
In  bolder  figures  than  his  art  can  boaft. 
While  the  low  tribe  of  vulgar  writers  ftrive. 
By  mean  falfe  arts  to  make  their  verfions  live ; 
Forfake  the  text,  and  blend  each  fterling  line 
With  comments  foreign  to  my  true  defign  ; 
My  latent  fenfe  thy  happier  thought  explores. 
And  injur'd  Maro  to  himfelf  refl:ores." 

A       PARAPHRASE 

ON       THE 

CXLVIIIth  PSALM, 

O  Azure  vaults !  O  cryftal  fky ! 
The  world's  tranfparent  canopy. 
Break  your  long  filence,  and  let  mortals  know 
With  what  contempt  you  look  on  things  below, 

Wing'd  fquadrons  of  the  god  of  war. 

Who  coiiquer  wherefoe'er  you  are. 

Let  echoing  anthems  make  his  praifes  known 

On  earth  his  footilool,  as  in  heaven  his  throne. 

Great 
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Great  eye  of  all,  whofe  glorious  ray- 
Rules  the  bright  empire  of  the  day, 
O  praife  his  name,  without  whofe  purer  light 
Thou  hadft  been  hid  in  an  abyfs  of  night. 

Ye  moon  and  planets,  who  difpenfe. 

By  God's  command,   your  influence; 
Refign  to  him,  as  your  Creator  due. 
That  veneration  which  men  pay  to  you. 

Faireft,  as  well  as  firft,  of  things. 
From  whom  all  joy,  all  beauty  fprings  j 

O  praife  th'  Almighty  Ruler  of  the  globe, 

\^'ho  ufeth  thee  for  his  empyreal  robe. 

Praife  him  ye  loud  harmonious  fpheres, 

Whofe  facred  ftamp  all  nature  bears. 
Who  did  all  forms  from  the  rude  chaos  draw. 
And  whofe  command  is  th'  univerfal  law  ; 

Ye  watery  mountains  of  the  (ky. 
And  )0u  fo  far  above  our  eye, 
•    Vaft  ever-moving  orbs,  exalt  his  name. 
Who  ga\  e  its  being  to  your  glorious  frame. 

Ye  dragons,  whofe  contagious  breath 

Peoples  the  dark  retreats  of  death. 
Change  your  fierce  hiffing  into  joyful  fong. 
And  praife  your  Maker  with  your  forked  tongue. 

H  2  Praife 
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Praife  him,  ye  monfters  of  the  deep. 

That  in  the  feas  vaft  bofoms  fleep ; 
At  whofe  command  the  foaming  billows  roar. 
Yet.  know  their  limits,  tremble  and  adore. 

Ye  raifts  and  vapours,  hail  and  fnow. 
And  you  who  through  the  concave  blow. 

Swift  executors  of  his  holy  word. 

Whirlwinds  and  tempefls,  praife  th'  Abnighty  Lord^ 

Mountains,  who  to  youy  Maker's  view 

Seem  lefs  than  mole -hills  do  to  you. 
Remember  how,  when  firfl:  Jehovah  fpoke. 
All  heaven  v/as  fire,  and  Sinai  hid  in  fmoke^ 

Praife  him  fweet  offspring  of  the  ground. 

With  heavenly  nef^ar  yearly  crown'd  i 
And  ye  tall  cedars,  celebrate  his  praife. 
That  in  his  temple  facred  altars  raife. 

Idle  muficians  of  the  fpring, 

Whofe  only  care  's  to  love  and  fmg. 
Fly  through  the  world,  and  let  your  trembling  throat 
Praife  your  Creator  with  the  fweetell  note. 

Praife  him  each  favage  furious  beaft. 

That  on  his  (lores  do  daily  feaft  : 
And  /ou  tame  flaves  of  the  laborious  plow> 
Your  iveary  knees  to  your  Creator  bow. 

Majeftic 
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Majeftic  monarclis,  mortal  gods, 

Whofe  power  hath  here  no  periods. 
May  all  attempts  againft  your  crowns  be  vain ! 
But  ftill  remember  by  whofe  power  you  reign. 

Let  the  wide  WDrld  his  praifcs  fing. 

Where  Tagus  and  Euphrates  fpring;. 
And  from  the  Danube's  frofty  banks,  to  thofe 
Where  from  an  unknown  head  great  Nilus  flows> 

You  that  difpofe  of  all  our  lives, 

Praife  him  from  whom  your  power  derives ; 

Be  true  and  juit  like  him,  and  fear  his  word. 

As  much  as  malefaftors  do  your  A.  ord. 

Praife  him,  old  monuments  of  time  ; 

O  praife  him  in  your  youthful  prime ; 
Praife  him,  fair  idols  of  our  greedy  fenfe; 
Exalt  his  name,  fweet  age  of  innocence. 

Jehovah's  name  ihall  only  laft. 

When  heaven,  and  earth,  and  all  is  paft  ; 

Nothing,  great  God,  is  to  be  found  in  thee. 

But  unconcei\  able  eternity. 

Exalt,  O  Jacob's  facred  race. 

The  God  of  gods,  the  God  of  grace ; 
Who  will  above  the  ftars  your  empire  raife. 
And  with  his  glory  recompenfe  your  praife, 

H  3  A  PRO- 
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A         PROLOGUE, 


SPOKEN      TO 


His  Royal  Highnefs  the   DUKE    of    YORK, 
At  Edinburgh. 

TROLLY  and  vice  are  eafy  to  defcribe, 
-*-     The  common  fubjefts  of  our  fcribbling  tribe ; 
But  when  true  virtues,  v/ith  unclouded  light. 
All  great,  all  royal,  fhine  divinely  bright. 
Our  eyes  are  dazzled,  and  our  voice  is  weak  ; 
Let  England,  Flanders,  let  all  Europe  fpeak. 
Let  France  acknowledge  that  her  fhaken  throne 
Was  once  fupported.  Sir,  by  you  alone ; 
Banifh'd  from  thence  for  an  ufurper's  fake. 
Yet  truded  then  with  her  laft  defperate  ttake : 
When  wealthy  neighbours  ftrove  with  us  for  power. 
Let  the  fea  tell,  how  in  their  fatal  hour. 
Swift  as  an  eagle,  our  victorious  prince. 
Great  Britain's  genius,  flew  to  her  defence ; 
His  name  ftruck  fear,  his  condufl  won  the  day. 
He  came,  he  faw,  he  feiz'd  the  draggling  prey. 
And  while  the  heavens  were  fire  and  th'  ocean  blood, 
Confirra'd  our  empire  o'er  the  conquer'd  flood. 

O  happy  iflands,  if  you  knew  your  blifs ! 
Strong  by  the  fek's  protection,  fafe  by  his ! 
Exprefs  your  gratitude  the  only  way. 
And  humbly  own  a  debt  too  vaft  to  pay : 

Let 


ROSCOMMON'S     POEMS.       103 

Let  Fame  aloud  to  future  ages  tell. 

None  e'er  commanded,  none  obey'd  fo  well ; 

While  this  high  courage,  this  undaunted  mind. 

So  loyal,  fo  fubmilFivcly  rehgn'd. 

Proclaim  that  fuch  a  hero  never  fprings 

Bjt  from  the  uncorrupted  blood  of  kings. 

SONG. 

On  a  voung  Lady  who  fung  finely,    and  was  afraid 
of  a  Cold. 

WINTER,  thy  cruelty  extend. 
Till  fatal  tompeils  fwcU  the  fea. 
In  vain  let  linking  pilots  pray  ; 

Beneath  thy  yoke  let  Nature  bend. 
Let  piercing  froft,  and  lading  fnow. 
Through  woods  and  fields  deltruCtion  fow ! 

Yet  we  unmov'd  will  fit  and  fmile, 
"While  yoa  tliefe  lefier  ills  create, 
Thefe  we  can  bear;,  but,  gentle  Fate, 

And  thou,  bleft  Genius  of  our  ifle. 
From  Winter's  rage  defend  her  voice. 
At  v/hich  the  liftening  Gods  rej  ::e. 

May  that  celeftial  found  each  dzy 
With  extafy  tranfport  our  fouls, 
Whilll  all  our  paflions  it  controls. 

And  kindly  drives  our  cares  away; 
Let  no  ungentle  cold  deftroy. 
All  tafte  we  have  of  heavenly  joy  ! 
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VIRGIL' S    SIXTH    ECLOGUE, 
S  I  L  E  N  U  S« 

THE        ARGUMENT. 

Two  young  (hcpherds,  Chromis  and  Mnafylus,  having 
been  often  promifed  a  fong  by  Silenus,  chance  to 
catch  him  alleep  in  this  Eclogue .;  where  they  bind 
him  hand  and  foot,  and  then  claim  his  promife. 
Silenus,  finding  they  would  be  put  oft"  no  long-er, 
begins  his  fong,  in  which  he  defcribes  the  formation 
of  the  univerfe,  and  the  original  of  animals,  ac- 
cording to  the  Epicurean  .philofophy ;  and  then  runs 
through  the  raoft  furprifing  transformations  which 
have  happened  in  Nature  lince  her  birth.  This 
Eclogue  was  defigned  as  a  compliment  to  Syro  the 
Epicurean,  who  inftrufted  Virgil  and  Varus  in  the 
principles  of  that  philofophy.  Silenus  afts  as  tutors 
Chromis  and  Mnafylus  as  the  two  pupils. 

IFirft  of  Romans  ftoop'd  to  rural  drains. 
Nor  blufh'd  to  dwell  among  Sicilian  fwains. 
When  my  Thalia  rais'd  her  bolder  voice. 
And  kings  and  battles  were  her  lofty  choice, 
Phoebus  did  kindly  humbler  thoughts  infufe. 
And  with  this  whifper  check  th'afpiring  Mufe: 

A  ftiepherd. 


} 
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A  fhepherd,  Tityrus,  his  flocks  fhould  feed. 
And  choofe  a  fubjed  fuited  to  his  reed. 
Thus  I  (while  each  ambitious  pen  prepares 
To  write  thy  praifes.  Varus,  and  thy  wars) 
My  paftoral  tribute  in  low  numbers  pay. 
And  though  I  once  prefum'd,  I  only  now  obey. 

But  yet  (if  any  with  induJgent  eyes 
Can  look  on  this,  and  fuch  a  trifle  prize) 
Thee  only.  Varus,  our  glad  fwains  fliall  fing. 
And  every  gro\'e  and  every  echo  ring. 
Phoebus  delights  in  Varus'  favourite  name. 
And  none  who  under  that  protedion  came 
Was  ever  ill  receiv'd,  or  unfecure  of  fame. 

Proceed  my  Mufe, 
Young  Chromis  and  Mnafyhis  chaaic'd  to  dray 
Where  (fleeping  in  a  cave)  Silenus  lay, 
Whofe  conftant  cups  fly  fuming  to  his  brain. 
And  always  boil  ia  each  extended  vein ; 
His  trufty  flaggon,  full  af  potent  juice. 
Was  banging  by,  worn  thin  with  age  and  ufe ; 
Drop'd  from  his  head,  a  wreath  lay  on  the  ground ; 
In  hafte  they  feiz'd  him,  and  in  hafte  they  bound ; 
Eager,  for  both  had  been  deluded  long 
With  fruitlefs  hope  of  his  inflruClive  fong : 
But  while  with  confcious  fear  they  doubtful  flood, 
^gle,  the  faireft  Nais  of  the  flood. 
With  a  vermilion  dye  his  temples  ftain'd. 
Waking,  he  fmil'd,  and  muft  I  then  be  chain'd? 
Loofe  me,  he  cry'd  ;  'twas  boldly  done,  to  find 
And  view  a  God,  but  'iis  too  bold  to  bind. 

The 


} 
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The  promis'd  verfe  no  longer  I'll  delay 
(She  fhall  be  fatisfy'd  aiiother  wav). 

With  that  he  rais'd  his  tuneful  voice  aloud. 
The  knotty  oaks  their  iiilening  branches  bow'd. 
And  fa V  age  beafts  and.  Sylvan  Gods  did  crowd  ; 

For  lo  !  he  fung  the  world's  ftupendous  birih. 
How  fcatter'd  feeds  of  fea,  and  air,  and  earth. 
And  purer  fire,  through  univerfal  night 
And  empty  fpace,  did  fruitfully  unite ; 
From  whence  th'  innumerable  race  of  things^ 
By  circular  fucceiTive  order  fprings. 

By  what  degrees  this  earth's  compaded  fphere 
Was  harden'd,  woods  and  rocks  and  towns  to  bear  ; 
How  finking  waters  (the  firm  land  to  drain) 
Fill'd  the  capacious  deep,  and  form'd  the  main. 
While  from  above,  adorn'd  with  radiant  light, 
A  new-born  fun  furpvis'd  the  dazzled  fight ; 
How  vapours  turn'd  to  clouds  obfcure  the  iky. 
And  clouds  dilfolv'd  the  thirfly  ground  fupply ; 
How  the  firft  foreft  rais'd  its  fnady  head. 
Till  when,  few  waijdering  bsafts  on  unknown  mountains 

Then  Pyrrha's  ftony  race  rofe  from  the  ground. 
Old  Saturn  reign'd  with  golden  plenty  crown'd,. 
And  bold  Prometheus  (whofe  untam'd  defire 
Rival'd  the  fun  with  his  own.  heavenly  fire) 
Now  doOm'd  the  Scythian  vulture's  endlefs  prey. 
Severely  pays  for  animating:  clav. 
He  nam'd.the  nymph  (for  who  but  Gods  could  te'l?) 
Into  whofe  arms  tJie  lovely  Hylas  fell ; 

Akides 


i 
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Alcides  wept  in  vain  for  Hylas  loft, 

H\  las  in  vain  rcfounds  through  all  the  coaft. 

He  with  compaffion  told  Pafiphae's  fault. 
Ah !  wretched  queen !  whence  came  that  guilty  thought  ? 
The  maids  of  Argos,  who  with  frantic  cries 
And  imitated  lowings  fill  the  ikies, 
(Though  metamorphos'd  in  their  wild  conceit) 
Did  never  burn  with  fuch  unnatural  heat. 
Ah  !  wretched  queen  !  while  you  on  mountains  ftray. 
He  on  fcft  flowers  his  fnowy  fide  does  lay ; 
Or  feeks  in  herds  a  more  proportion'd  love: 
Surround,  my  nymphs,  ihc  cries,  furround  the  grove; 
Perhaps  fome  footfteps  printed  in  the  clay, 
^\'ill  to  my  love  direct  your  wandering  way  ; 
Perhaps,  while  thus  in  fearch  of  him  I  roam, 
My  happier  rivals  have  entic'd  him  home. 

He  fung  how  Atalanta  was  betray 'd 
By  thofe  Hefperian  baits  her  lover  laid. 
And  the  fad  fifters  who  to  trees  were  turn'd. 
While  with  the  world  th'  ambitious  brother  bum'd. 
All  he  defcrib'd  was  prefent  to  their  eyes. 
And  as  he  rais'd  his  verfe,  the  poplars  feem'd  to  rife. 

He  taught  which  Mufe  did  by  Apollo's  will 
Guide  wandering  Gallus  to  th'  Aoaian  hill : 
(Which  place  the  God  for  folemn  meetings  chofc) 
With  deep  refpet^  the  learned  fenate  rofe. 
And  Linus  thus  (deputed  by  the  reft) 
The  hero's  welcome,  and  their  thanks,  exprefs'd  : 
This  harp  of  old  to  Hefiod  did  belong. 
To  this,  the  Mufes'  gift,  join  thy  harmonious  fong  : 

Charai'd 
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Charm'd  by  thefe  firings,  trees  ftarting  from  the  ground. 
Have  foUow'd  with  delight  the  powerful  found. 
Thus  confecrated,  thy  Grynjean  grove 
Shall  have  no  equal  in  Apollo's  love. 

Why  fhould  I  fpeak  of  the  Megarian  maid. 
For  love  perfidious,  and  by  love  betray'd  ? 
And  her,  who  round  with  barking  monfters  arm'd. 
The  wandering  Greeks  (ah  frighted  men!)  alarm'd ; 
Whofe  only  hope  on  (hatter'd  (hips  depends. 
While  fierce  fea-dogs  devour  the  mangled  friends. 

Or  tell  the  Thracian  tyrant's  alter'd  fhape. 
And  dire  revenge  of  Philomela's  rape. 
Who  to  thofe  woods  diredls  her  mournful  courfe. 
Where  (he  had  fuflfer'd  by  inceftuous  force. 
While,  loth  to  leave  the  palace  too  well  known, 
Progne  flies,  hovering  round,  and  thinks  it  ftill  her  own  ? 

Whatever  near  Eurota's  happy  ftream 
With  laurels  crown'd,  had  been  Apollo's  theme, 
Silenus  lings  ;  the  neighbouring  rocks  reply. 
And  fend  his  myftic  numbers  through  the  iky ; 
Till  night  began  to  fpread  her  gloomy  veil. 
And  call'd  the  counted  (heep  from  every  dale ; 
The  weaker  light  unwillingly  declin'd. 
And  to  prevailing  (hades  the  murmuring  world  refign'd. 


I 
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ODE    UPON    SOLITUDE. 

I. 

HAIL,  facred  Solitude!  from  this  calm  bay, 
I  view  the  world's  tempcftiious  fea. 

And  with  wife  pride  defpife 

All  thofe  fenfelefs  vanities : 
With  pity  mov'd  for  others,  call  away 
On  rocks  of  hopes  and  fears,  I  fee  them  tofs'd 
On  rocks  of  felly,  and  of  vice,  I  fee  them  loll 
Some  the  pre-  aikng  malice  of  the  great. 

Unhappy  men  ox  adverfe  Fate> 
Sunk  deep  into  the  gulphs  of  an  afflided  (late. 
But  more,  far  more,  a  num'otrlcfs  prodigious  train, 
\^'hilft  Virtue  courts  them,  but  alas  in  vain. 

Fly  from  her  kind  embracing  arms. 
Deaf  to  her  fondell  call,  blind  to  her  greateft  charms^ 
And,  funk  in  pleafures  and  in  brutifti  eafe. 
They  in  their  Ihipv.reck'd  ftate  themfelves  obdurate  picafe, 

II. 
Hail,  facred  Solitude !  foul  of  my  foul> 

It  is  by  thee  I  truly  li".  e. 
Thou  doft  a  better  life  and  nobler  vigour  give  ; 
Doft  each  unruly  appetite  control : 
Thy  conftant  quiet  fills  my  peaceful  breaft. 
With  unmix'd  joy,  uninterrupted  refi. 

Prefuming  love  does  ne'er  invade 

This  private  folitar}-  fhade  : 
And,  with  fantaltic  wounds  by  beauty  made. 

The 
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The  joy  has  no  allay  of  jealoufy,  hope,  and  fear. 
The  folid  comforts  of  this  happy  fphere  : 
Yet  I  exalted  Love  admire, 
Friendfhip,  abhorring  fordid  gain. 
And  purify'd  from  Lull's  diftioneft  ftain  : 
Nor  is  it  for  my  folitude  unfit. 

For  I  am  with  my  friend  alone. 
As  if  we  were  but  one  ; 
'Tis  the  polluted  love  that  multiplies. 
But  friendlhip  does  two  fouls  in  one  comprife, 

III. 
Here  in  a  full  and  conftant  tide  doth  flow 
All  blefTmgs  man  can  hope  to  know ; 
Here  in  a  deep  recefs  of  thought  we  find 
Pleafures  which  entertain,  and  which  exalt  the  mind  ; 
Pleafures  which  do  from  friendlhip  and  from  know- 
ledge rife. 
Which  make  us  happy,  as  they  make  us  wife : 
Here  may  I  always  on  this  downy  grafs. 
Unknown,  unfeen,  ray  eafy  minutes  pafs  : 
Till  with  a  gentle  force  victorious  death 

My  folitude  invade. 
And,  flopping  for  a  while  my  breath. 
With  cafe  convey  me  to  a  better  ftiade. 


THE 
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THE 

TWENTY-SECOND    ODE 

OF       THE 

FIRST    BOOK     OF     HORACE. 

"T  TIRTUE,  dear  friend,  needs  no  defence, 

^     The  fureft  guard  is  ihr.ocence ; 
None  knew,  till  guilt  created  fear. 
What  darts  or  poifon'd  arrows  were. 

Integrity  undaunted  goes 
Through  Libyan  fands  and  Scythian  fnows. 
Or  where  Hydafpes'  wealthy  fide 
Pays  tribute  to  the  Perfian  pride. 

For  as  (by  amorous  thoughts  betray'd) 
Carelefs  in  Sabine  woods  I  ih-ay'd, 
A  grifly  foaming  wolf  unfed. 
Met  me  unarm 'd,  yet  trembling  fled. 

No  beaft  of  more  portentous  fize 
In  the  Hercinian  forell  lies  ; 
None  fiercer,  in  Numidia  bred. 
With  Carthage  were  in  triumph  led. 

Set  me  in  the  remoteft  place. 
That  Neptune's  frozen  arms  embrace  ; 
WTiere  angrj-  Jove  did  never  fpare 
One  breath  of  kind  and  temperate  air. 

Set  me  where  on  feme  pathlefs  plain 
The  fwarthy  Africans  complain. 

To 
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To  fee  the  chariot  of  the  Sun 

So  near  their  fcorching  country  run. 

The  burning  zone,  the  frozen  ifles. 
Shall  hear  me  fing  of  Caslia's  ftiiles  : 
All  cold  but  in  her  breaft  I  will  defpife„ 
And  dare  all  heat  but  that  in  Cilia's  eyes» 


THE    SAME    IMITATED. 
r. 

VIRTUE  (dear  friend)  needs  no  defence^ 
No  arms,  but  its  own  innocence  : 
Quivers  and  bows,  and  poifon'd  darts. 
Are  only  us'd  by  guilty  hearts^ 

II. 

An  honeft  mind  fafely  alone 
May  travel  through  the  burning  zone,"- 
Or  through  the  deepeft  Scythian  fnovvs;, 
Or  where  tlie  fam'd.  Hydafpes  flows. 

III. 
While,  rul'd  by  a  refiftlefs  fire. 
Our  great  *  Orinda  I  admire. 

The  hungry  wol-,  es  that  fee  me  ftrayj, 
Unarm'd  and  fingle,  run  away. 


*  Mrs.  Catharine  Pliilips 


IV.  Set 
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IV. 
Set  me  in  the  remoteft  place 
That  ever  Neptune  did  embrace ; 
When  there  her  image  fills  my  breaft. 
Helicon  is  not  half  fo  bleft. 

V. 
Leave  me  upon  fome  Libyan  plain. 
So  (he  my  fancy  entertain. 
And  when  the  thirfty  monfters  meet. 
They  '11  all  pay  homage  to  my  feet. 

VI. 

The  magic  of  Orinda's  name. 

Not  only  can  their  fiercenefs  tame. 

But,  if  that  mighty  word  I  once  rehearfe. 
They  feera  fubmiflively  to  roar  in  verfe. 


Part  of  the  "Fifth  Scene  of  the  Secovd  Act  in 
GUARINI'S    PASTOR    FIDO, 

TRANSLATED, 

AH  happy  grove  !  dark  and  fecure  retreat 
Of  facred  filence,  refi's  eternal  feat ; 
How  well  your  cool  and  unfrequented  fliade 
Suits  with  the  chafte  retirements  of  a  maid ; 
Oh !  if  kind  heaven  had  been  fo  much  my  friend, 
To  make  my  fate  upon  my  choice  depend  ; 
All  ray  ambition  I  would  here  confine. 
And  only  this  Eiyfium  fhould  be  mine: 

Vol.  XV.       '  J  Fond 
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Fond  men,  by  paffion  wilfully  betray'd. 

Adore  thofe  idols  which  their  fancy  made  ; 

Purchafmg  riches  with  our  time  and  care. 

We  lofe  our  freedom  in  a  gilded  fnare ; 

And,  having  all,  all  to  ourfelves  refufe, 

Oppreft  with  blelTings  which  we  fear  to  ufe. 

Fame  is  at  beft  but  an  inconftant  good. 

Vain  are  the  boafted  titles  of  our  blood ; 

We  fooRcft  loie  what  we  moll  highly  prize. 

And  with  our  youth  our  ftiort-liv'd  beauty  dies  ;  . 

hi  vain  our  fields  and  flocks  increafe  our  ilore. 

If  our  abundance  makes  us  wi{h  for  more ; 

How  happy  is  the  harmlefs  country-maid. 

Who,  rich  by  nature,  fcorns  fuperfluous  aid ! 

Whofe  modeft  cloaths  no  wanton  eyes  invite. 

But  like  her  foul  preferves  the  native  white  ; 

Whofe  little  ftore  her  well-taught  mind  does  pleafe. 

Nor  pinch'd  with  want,  nor  cloy'd  with  wanton  eafe^ 

Who,  free  from  ftorms,  which  on  the  great-ones  fall. 

Makes  but  few  wiihes,  and  enjoys  them  all ; 

No  care  but  love  can  difcompofe  her  breaft. 

Love,  of  all  cares,  the  fweetell  and  the  beft : 

While  on  fweet  grafs  her  bleating  charge  does  lie. 

Our  happy  lover  feeds  upon  her  eye  ; 

Not  one  on  whom  or  Gods  or  men  impoie. 

Put  one  whom  love  has  for  tiiis  lovex  cho&. 

Under  fome  favourite  myrtle's  Ihady  boughs,, 

Th(  y  fpeak  their  paihons  in  repeated  vows. 

And  whilft  a  bluih  confefies  how  ihe  bums., 

Kis  faithful  heart  makes  as  fincere  returns  y 

■    Thus 
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Thus  in  the  arms  of  Jove  and  peace  they  lie 
And  while  they  live,  their  flames  can  never  die. 

THE        DREAM. 
'T^O  the  pale  t>rant,  uho  to  horrid  graves 
^    Condemns  fo  many  thoufand  helplefs  flaves 
Ungrateful  ue  do  gentle  fleep  compare,     ^ 
V^'ho,  though  his  viftories  as  numerous  are. 
Yet  from  his  flaves  no  tribute  does  he  take 
But  woeful  cares  that  load  men  while  tliey  w-akc. 
When  his  foft  charms  had  eas'd  my  weary  fight  * 
Of  all  the  baleful  troubles  of  the  light, 
Dorinda.came,  divelted  of  the  fcorn 
Which  the  unequal'd  maid  fo  long  had  worn; 
How  oft,  in  vain,  had  Love's  great  God  e%'d 
To  tame  Lhe  ftubborn  heart  of  that  bright  maid  1 
Yet,  fpite  of  all  the  pride  that  fwells  her  mind. 
The  humble  God  of  Sleep  can  make  her  kind, 
A  rifing  blulh  increased  the  native  (tore 
Cf  charms,  that  but  too  fatal  were  before. 
Once  more  prefent  the  vifton  to  my  view. 
The  fweet  illuflon,  gentle  Fare,  reacw ! 
How  kind,  how  lovely  Ihe,  how  raviOi'd  I ! 
Shew  me,  bleli  God  of  Sleep,  and  let  me  die. 


1 1 


s 


THE 
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THE        GHOST 

OF   THE    OLD    HOUSE    OF   COMMONS, 

To  the  New  One,  appointed  to  meet  at  Oxford. 

FROM  deepeft  dungeons  of  eternal  riiglit. 
The  feats  of  horror,  forrow,  pains,  and  fpita, 
I  have  been  fent  to  tell  you,  tender  youth, 
A  feafonable  and  important  truth. 
I  feel  (but,  oh  !  too  late)  that  no  difeafe 
Is  like  a  furfelt  of  luxurious  eafe  ; 
And  of  all  others,  the  mofl  tempting  things 
Are  too  much  wealth,  and  too  indulgent  king-s. 
None  ever  was  fuperlatively  ill. 
But  by  degrees,  with  induftry  and  Ikill : 
And  fome  whofe  meaning  hath  at  firft  been  fair« 
Grow  knaves  by  ufc,  and  rebels  by  defpair. 
My  time  is  paft,  and  yours  will  foon  begia. 
Keep  the  lirft  bloflbms  from  the  blaft  of  fm .; 
And  by  the  fate  of  my  tumultuous  ways, 
Preferve  yourfelves,  and  bring  ferener  days. 
The  bufy,  fubtle  ferpents  of  the  law,. 
Did  firft  my  mind  from  true  obedience  draw- 
While  I  did  limits  to  the  king  prefcribe. 
And  took  for  oracles  that  canting  tribe, 
I  chang'd  true  freedom  for  the  name  of  free. 
And  grew  feditious  for  variety  : 
All  that  oppos'd  me  were  to  be  accus'd* 
And  ty  the  laws  illegally  abus'd  ; 

The 
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The  robe  was  fummon'd,  Maynard  in  the  head, 

Lt  legal  murder  none  fo  dcepl\"  read ; 

I  brought  him  to  the  bar,  where  once  he  ftood, 

Stain'd  with  the  (vet  unexpiated)  blood 

Of  the  brave  Strafford,  when  three  kingdoms  rung 

With  his  accumulative  hackney-tongue; 

Prifoners  and  witnclTes  were  wailing  by, 

Thefe  had  been  taught  to  fwear,  and  thofe  to  die. 

And  to  exped  their  arbitrary  fates. 

Some  for  ill  faces,  fume  for  good  eftates. 

To  fright  the  j^ople,  and  alarm  the  town, 

Bcdloe  and  Oates  employ'd  the  reverend  gown. 

But  while  the  triple  mitre  bore  the  blame. 

The  king's  three  crowns  were  their  rebellious  aimc: 

I  feem'd  (and  did  but  feem)  to  fear  the  guards. 

And  took  for  mine  the  Bethels  and  the  Wards  ;. 

Anti-monarthic  Heretics  of  ftate. 

Immoral  Atheifts,  rich  and  reprobate  :. 

But  above  all  I  got  a  little  guide. 

Who  every  ford  of  villainy  had  try'd : 

None  knew  fo  well  the  old  pernicious  way,. 

To  ruin  fubjefts,  and  make  kings  obey ; 

And  my  fmall  Jehu,  at  a  furious  rate. 

Was  driving  Eighty  back  to  Forty-eight. 

This  the  king  knew,  and  was  refolv'd  to  bear^. 

But  I  miftook  his  patience  for  his  fear. 

All  that  this  happy  ifland  could  afford,. 

Was  facrific'd  to  my  voluptuous  board.. 

In  his  whole  paradife,  one  only  tree 

He  had  excepted  by  a  ftri<5t  decree  ; 

I  3  A  facred 
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A  facred  tree,  which  royal  Truit  did  bear. 

Yet  it  in  pieces  I  confpir'd  to  tear  ;  ' 

Beware,  my  child  !  divinity  is  there. 

This  fo  undid  all  I  had  done  before, 

I  coQid  attempt,  and  he  endure  no  more ; 

My  unprepar'd,  and  unrepenting  breath. 

Was  fnatch'd  away  by  the  fwift  hand  of  death  j 

And  I,  with  all  my  fins  about  me,  hurl'd 

To  th'  utter  darknefs  of  the  lower  world  : 

A  dreadful  place!  which  you  too  foon  will  fee. 

If  you  believe  feducers  more  than  me. 

ON       THE 

DEATH    OF    A    LADY'S    DOG. 

THQcU,  happy  cieature,  art  fecure 
From  all  the  torments  we  endure  ; 
Defpair,  ambition,  jealoufy. 
Loft  friends,  nor  love,  difquiet  thee  j 
A  fullen  prudence  drew  thee  hence 
From  noife,  fraud,  and  impertinence. 
Though  life  efl'ay'd  the  fureft  wile. 
Gilding  itfelf  with  Laura's  fmile; 
How  didft  thou  fcorn  life's  meaner  charms. 
Thou  who  could'ft  break  from  Laura's  arms! 
Poor  Cynick  !  ftill  methinks  1  hear 
Thy  awful  murmurs  in  my  ear ; 
As  when  on  Laura's  lap  you  lay. 
Chiding  the  worthlefs  crowd  away. 
How  fondly  human  pafiions  turn ! 

What  we  then  envy 'd,  now  we  mourn! 

SPI" 
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EPILOGUE 

T  O 

ALEXANDER     THE     GREAT, 

WIfEN  ACTED  AT   THE  THEATRE  IN   DUELIN. 

YO  U  've  feen  to-night  the  glorj'  of  the  Eaft, 
The  man,  who  all  the  then  known  world  pofTefti 
That  kings  in  chains  did  fon  of  Amnion  call. 
And  kingdoms  thought  divine,  by  treafon  fall. 
Him  Fortune  only  favour'd  for  her  fport ; 
And  when  his  conthift  wanted  her  fupport. 
His  empire,  courage,  and  his  boafted  line. 
Were  all  prov'd  mortal  by  a  fla\  e's  delign. 
Great  Charles,  whofe  birth  has  promis'd  milder  fwav, 
Whofe  awful  nod  all  nations  mull  obev, 
Secur'd  by  higher  powers,  exalted  ftands 
Above  the  reach  of  facrilegious  hands ; 
Thofe  miracles  that  guard  his  crowns,  declare 
That  heaven  has  forra'd  a  monarch  worth  their  care ; 
Born  to  advance  the  loyal,  and  depofe 
His  own,  his  brother's,  and  his  father's  foes. 
Faction,  that  once  made  diadenii  her  prey,  -i 

And  ftopt  our  prince  in  his  triumphant  way,  [• 

Fled  like  a  milt  before  this  radiant  day.  J 

So  when,  in  heaven,  the  mighty  rebels  rofe. 
Proud,  and  rdblv'd  that  empire  to  depofe, 

I  4  Angeh 
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Angels  fought  firfl,  but  unfuccefsful  prov'd, 

God  kept  the  conqueft  for  his  beft  belov'd  ; 

At  fight  of  fiich  omnipotence  they  fly. 

Like  leaves  before  autumnal  winds,  and  die. 

All  M'ho  before  hiin  did  afcend  the  throne, 

Labour'd  to  draw  three  reftive  nations  on. 

He  boldly  drives  them  forward  without  pain. 

They  hear  his  voice,  and  ftraight  obey  the  rein* 

Such  terror  fpeaks  him  deftin'd  to  command  ; 

We  v/orlhip  Jove  with  thunder  in  his  hand ; 

But  when  his  mercy  without  power  appears. 

We  flight  his  altars,  and  negleft  our  prayers. 

How  weak  in  arms  did  civil  difcord  fhew  I 

Like  Saul,  (he  ftruck  with  fury  at  her  foe. 

When  an  immortal  hand  did  ward  the  blow. 

Her  offspring,  made  the  royal  hero's  fcorn. 

Like  fons  of  earth,  all  fell  as  foon  as  born  : 

Yet  let  us  boaft,  for  fure  it  is  our  pride. 

When  with  their  blood  our  neighbour  lands  were' cly'd^ 

Ireland's  untainted  loyalty  remain'd, 

Mer  people  guiltlefs,  and  her  fields  unftain'd. 


ON       THE 

DAY     OF     JUDGMENT. 

I. 

'"  !"''■  H  E  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadful  day,, 

X.     Shall  the  whole  world  in  allies  lay,, 
As  David  and  the  Sibyls  fay » 

II.  What 


} 
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II. 
What  horror  will  invade  the  mind. 
When  the  ftrid  Judge,  who  would  be  kindj. 
Shall  have  few  venial  faults  to  find  1 

III. 
The  laft  loud  trumpet's  wondrous  found. 
Shall  through  the  rending  tombs  rebound. 
And  wake  the  nations  under  ground* 

IV. 

Nature  and  Death  fliall,  with  furprize,. 

Behold  the  pale  offender  rife. 

And  view  the  Judge  with  confcious  e}cs. 

V. 
Then  fhall,  with  univerfal  dread. 
The  facred  m^ioc  book  be  read. 
To  try  the  living  and  the  dead. 

VI. 
The  Judge  afcends  his  awful  throne> 
He  makes  each  fecret  fin  be  known. 
And  all  with  fhame  confefs  their  ovv'n, 

VII. 
O  then  !  what  intereft  (hall  I  make. 
To  fare  my  laft  important  ftake. 
When  the  moft  juft  have  caufe  to  quake  ? 

VUL 
Thou  mighty,  formidable  King^ 
Thou  mercy's  unexhaufted  fprins:, 
Somercomibrtablc  pity  bring  I 

IX.  Forget 
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IX. 

Forget  not  what  my  ranfom  coft. 
Nor  let  my  dear-bought  foul  be  loft. 
In  ftorms  of  guilty  terror  toft. 

X. 

Thou  who  for  me  didft  feel  fuch  pain, 
Whofe  precious  blood  the  crofs  did  ftain. 
Let  not  thofe  agonies  be  vain, 

XI. 

Thou  whom  avenging  powers  obey. 
Cancel  my  debt  (too  great  to  pay) 
Before  the  fad  accounting-day. 

XII. 
Surrounded  with  amazing  fears, 
Whofe  load  my  foul  with  anguifli  bears, 
1  figh,  I  weep  :  Accept  my  tears. 

XIII. 
Thou  who  wert  mov'd  with  Mary's  grief. 
And,  by  abfolving  of  the  thief. 
Haft  given  me  hope,  now  give  relief. 

XIV. 
Rejefl  not  my  unworthy  prayer, 
Preferve  me  from  that  dangerous  fnare 
Which  death  and  gaping  hell  prepare. 

XV. 
Give  my  exalted  foul  a  place 
Among  thy  chofen  right-hand  race; 
The  fons  of  God,  ar^d  heirs  of  grace. 

XVI.  From 
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XVI. 
Trom  that  infatiable  abyfs. 
Where  flames  devour,  and  ferpents  hifs. 
Promote  me  to  thy  feat  of  blifs, 

XVII. 
Proftrate  my  contrite  heart  I  rend. 
My  God,  my  Father,  and  my  Friend  ; 
Do  not  forfake  me  in  my  end. 

xviii. 
Well  may  they  curfe  their  fecond  breath. 
Who  rife  to  a  reviving  death ; 
Thou  great  Creator  of  Mankind, 
Let  guilty  man  compaffion  find  1 

PROLOGUE 


P   O   M   P   E   Y,     A      T   R   A   G    E    I>  Y, 

Tranflated  by  Mrs.  Cath.  Philips, 

From  the  French  of  Monfieur  Corneille, 

And  a£led  at  the  Theatre  in  Dublin. 

THE  mighty  rivals,  whofe  deftruftive  rage 
Did  the  -«'hole  world  in  civil  arms  engage. 
Are  now  agreed ;  and  make  it  both  their  choice. 
To  have  their  fates  determin'd  by  your  voice. 
Csefar  from  none  but  you  will  have  his  doom. 
He  hates  th'  obfequious  flatteries  of  Rome  : 
He  fcorns,  where  once  he  rul'd,  now  to  be  try '3, 
And  he  hath  rul'd  in  all  the  world  bcfide, 

Whea 
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When  he  the  Thames,  the  Danube,  and  the  Nile,, 
Had  ftain'd  with  blood.  Peace  fluurifli'd  in  this  ifle ;. 
And  you  alone  may  boalt,  you  never  faw 
Csefar  till  now,  and  now  can  give  him  law. 

Great  Pompey  too,  comes  as  a  fappliant  here,. 
But  &ys  he  cannot  now  begin  to  fear  ;- 
He  knows  your  equal  juflice,  and  (to  tell' 
A  Roman  truth)  he  knows  himfelf  too  well.. 
Succcfs,  'tis  true,  waited  on  Caefar's  fide. 
Bat  Pompey  thinks,  he  conquer 'd  when  he  died*. 
His  fortune,  when  fhe  prov'd  theumoft  unkind.,. 
Chang'd  his  condition,,  but  not  Cato's  mind. 
Then  of  what  doubt  can  Pompey's  caufe  admit,,     • 
Since  here  fo  many  Cato's  judging  fit. 

But  you,  bright  nymphs,  give  Ciefar  leave  to  woo^^ 
The  greateft  wonder  of  the  vvorld,  but  you  ; 
And  hear  a  Mufe,  who  has  that  hero  taught 
To  fpeak  as  generoufly  as  e'er  he  fought  ;• 
Whofe  eloquence  from  fuch  a  theme  deters 
All  tongues  but  Englifli,  and  all  pens  but  hers. 
By  the  juft  Fates  your  fex  is  doubly  bleft. 
You  conquer'd  Csfar,  and  you  praife  him  beft.. 

And  you  (*  illuftrious  Sir)  receive  as  due, 
A  prefent  delHny  preferv'd  for  you. 
Rome,  France,  and  England,  join  their,  forces  here. 
To  make  a  poem  worthy  of  your  ear. 
Accept  it  then,  and  on  that  Pompey's  brow,. 
Who  gave  fo  many  crowns,  beftow  one  now, 

*  Td  the  Lord  Lieutenant. 

ROSS'S 
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ROSS'S        GHOST. 

SHAME  of  my  life,  difturber  of  my  tomb, 
Bafe  as  thy  mother's  proltitiited  womb; 
Huffing  to  cowards,  fawning  to  the  brave. 
To  knaves  a  fool,  to  credulous  fools  a  knave. 
The  king's  betrayer,  and  the  people's  (lave- 
Like  Samuel,  at  tliy  necromantic  call, 
I  rife,  to  tell  thee,  God  has  left  thee,  Saul. 
I  ftrove  in  vain  th'  infefted  blood  to  cure ; 
Streams  will  run  muddy  where  the  fpring  's  impure. 
In  all  your  meritorious  life,  we  fee 
Old  Taaf's  invincible  fobriety. 
Places  of  Mafter  of  the  Horfe,  and  Spy, 
You  (like  Tom  Howard)  did  at  once  fupply : 
From  Sidney's  blood  your  loyalty  did  fpring. 
You  fhew  us  all  your  parents,  but  the  king. 
From  whofe  too  tender  and  too  bounteous  arms 
(Unhappy  he  wTio  fuch  a  viper  warms  J 
As  dutiful  a  fubjeft  as  a  fon  !} 
To  your  true  parent,  the  whole  town,  yoa  run. 
Read,  if  you  can,  how  th'  old  apoftate  fell. 
Out-do  his  pride,  and  merit  more  than  hell : 
Both  be  and  you  were  glorious  and  bright. 
The  firft  and  faired  of  the  fons  of  light : 
But  whep,  like  him,  yoa  ofFer'd  at  the  crown. 
Like  him,  your  angry  father  kick'd you  down. 


THE 
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THE      SIXTH      PDE 

O  F      T  H  E 

THIRD    BOOK     OF     HORACE. 

Of  tlie  Corruption  .of  the  Times.  . 

THOSE  ills  your  ancellors  have  done, 
Romans,  are  now  become  your  ownj, 
And  tliey  will  coft  you  dear,, 
Unlefs  you  foon  repair 
The  falling  temples  which  the  gods  provoke. 
And  ftatues  fully 'd  yet  with  facrilegious  fmoke. 

Propitious  heaven,,  that  rais'd  your  fathers  highj, 

For  humble,  grateful  piety, 

(As  it  rewarded  their  refpeft) 

Hath  fharply  puniih'd  your,  negleft  j. 

All  empires  on  the  gods  depend. 
Begun  by  their  command,  at  their  command  iSiey  end,- 

Let  Craffus'  ghoft  and  Lahienus  tell 
How  twice  by  Jove's  revenge  our  legions  fell. 

And,  "wiih  unfulting  pride,. 
Shining  in  Roman  ifpoik,  the  Facthian  vidcrs  ride. 

.  The  Scythij^n  and  Egyptian  fcum 
Had  almoft  jruin'd  Rome, 
While  our  feditions  took  their  part. 
Fill  each  ^Egyptian  fail,  andwing'd  each  Scythian  dart. 

Firft, 
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Firft,  thofe  flagitious  times 
(Pregnant  with  unknown  crimes) 
Confpire  to  violate  the  nuptial  bed. 
From  which  polluted  head 
Infeftious  ftreams  of  crowding  fins  began. 
And  through  the  fpurious  breed  and  guilty  nation  ran. 

Behold  a  ripe  and  melting  maid. 
Bound  prentice  to  the  wanton  trade, 
Ionian  artifts,  at  a  mighty  price, 
Inftruft  her  in  the  myiteries  of  vice; 
What  nets  to  fpread,  where  fubtio  baits  to  la}', 
And  with  an  early  hand  they  form  the  temper'd  clay. 

Marry'd,  their  leflbns  fhe  improves 
Ey  practice  of  adulterous  loves. 
And  fcorns  the  common  mean  defjgn 
To  take  advantage  of  her  hufband's  wine. 
Or  fnatch,  in  fome  dark  place,     . 
A  hafty  illegitimate  embrace. 

.«  :         No !  the  brib'd  hufljand  knows  of  all. 
And  bids  her  rife  when  lovers  call ; 
Hither  a  merchant  from  the  frraits. 
Grown  wealthy  by  forbidden  freights. 
Or  city  cannibal,  repairs. 

Who  feeds  upon  the  flefh  of  heirs ; 
Convenient  brutes,  whofe  tributary  flame 
Pays-  the  full  price  of  luil,  and  gilds  the  flighted  fhame. 

Jli  *Twas 
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'Twas  not  the  fpawn  of  fuch  as  thefe. 
That  dy'd  with  Punick  blood  the  conquer'd  feas. 
And  quafti'd  the  ftern  ^acides  ; 
Made  the  proud  Afian  monarch  feel 
How  weak  his  gold  was  againft  Europe's  fteel, 
Forc'd  even  dire  Hannibal  to  yield  ; 
And  won  the  long-difputed  world  at  Zama's  fatal  field. 

But  foldiers  of  a  ruftic  mould. 
Rough,  hardy,  fcafon'd,  manly,  bold. 
Either  they  dug  the  ftubborn  ground. 
Or  through  hewn  woods  their  weighty  ftrokes  did  found. 

And  after  the  declining  fun 
Had  chang'd  the  fhadows,  and  their  talk  was  done. 
Home  with  their  weary  team  they  took  their  way. 
And  drown'd  in  friendly  bowls  the  labour  of  the  day. 

Time  fenfibly  all  things  impairs  ; 
Our  fathers  have  been  worfe  than  theirs; 
And  we  than  ours ;  next  age  will  fee 
A  race  more  profligate  than  we 
<With  all  the  pains  we  take}  have  fkill  enough  to  be, 

Tranflation  of  the  following  Verfe  from  L  u  c  a  n, 
Vi^rix  Caufa  Dils  placuit,  fed  Vi6la  Catoni, 


T 


HE  gods  were  pleas'd  to  chufe  the  conquering  fide. 
But  Cato  thought  he  conquer'd  when  he  dy'd.  • 

HORACE'S 
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HORACE'S 
ART        OF        POETRY*. 

**  Scrlbcndi  rede,  fapere  eft  &  principium  &  fons." 

T  H  AVE  fcldom  known  a  trick  fucceed,  and  will  put 
-*•  none  upon  the  reader ;  but  tell  him  plainly  that  I 
think  it  could  never  be  more  feafonable  than  now  to 
lay  down  fuch  rules,  as,  if  they  be  obferved,  will 
make  men  write  more  correftly,  and  judge  more  dif- 
creetly :  but  Horace  muft  be  read  ferioufly,  or  not  at 
all,  for  elfe  the  reader  won't  be  the  better  for  him, 
and  I  (hall  have  loft  my  labour.  I  have  kept  as  clofc 
as  I  could,  both  to  the  meaning  and  the  words  of  the 
author,  and  done  nothing  but  what  1  believe  he  would 
forgive  if  he  were  alive ;  and  I  have  often  aflced  rayfelf 
that  queilion.    I  know  this  is  a  field, 

**  Per  quem  magnus  equos  Auruncae  flexit  Alumnus." 

But  with  all  the  rcfpeft  due  to  the  name  of  Ben  Jon- 
fon,  to  which  no  man  pays  more  veneration  than  I ;  it 
cannot  be  denied,  that  the  conftraint  of  rhyme,  and  a 
literal  tranflation  (to  which  Horace  in  this  book  de- 
clares himfelf  an  enemy),  has  made  him  want  a  com- 
ment  in  many  places. 

•  Printed  from  Dr.  Rawlinfon's  copy,  corrected  !iy  the  Earl  ot 
Kofcoramon's  own  hand. 

V«L.  XV,  K  My 
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My  chief  care  has  been  to  write  intelligibly ;  and 
where  the  Latin  was  obfcure,  I  have  added  a  line  or 
two  to  explain  it. 

I  am  below  the  envy  of  the  critics ;  but,  if  I  du>ft, 
I  would  beg  them  to  remember,  that  Horace  owed  his 
favour  and  his  fortune  to  the  charaaer  given  of  him 
by  Virgil  and  Varius,  that  Fundanius  and  Pollio  are 
{till  valued  by  what  Horace  fays  of  them,  and  that, 
in  their  golden  age,  there  was  a  good  underftanding 
among  the  ingenious,  and  thofe  who  were  the  moft 
efteemed  were  the  beil  natured. 

IF  in  a  pidure  (Pifo)  you  Ibould  fee 
A  handfome  woman  with  a  fifh's  tail, 
Gr  a  man's  head  upon  a  horfe's  neck. 
Or  limbs  of  beafts  of  the  moft  different  kinds, 
Cover'd  with  feathers  of  all  forts  of  birds. 
Would  you  not  laugh,  and  think  the  painter  mad! 
Truft  me,  that  book  is  as  ridiculous, 
Whofe  incoherent  ftyle  (like  fick  men's  dreams} 
Varies  all  Ihap-es,  and  mixes  all  extremes. 
Painters  and  Poets  have  been  ftill  allow 'd 
Their  pencils,  and  their  fancies  unconfin'd. 
This  privilege  we  freely  give  and  take ; 
But  Nature,  and  the  common  laws  of  fenfe. 
Forbid  to  reconcile  Antipathies, 
Or  make  a  fnake  engender  with  a  dove. 
And  hungry  tigers  court  the  tender  lambs. 

Some,  that  at  firll  have  prorais'd  mighty  things. 
Applaud  themfeives,  when  a  few  florid  lines 

Shine 
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Shine  through  th'  infipid  du/nefs  of  the  reft ; 
Here  they  defcribe  a  temple,  or  a  wood. 
Or  ftreams  that  through  delightful  meadows  run. 
And  there  the  rainbow,  or  the  rapid  Rhine ; 
But  they  mifplace  them  all,  and  crowd  them  in. 
And  are  as  much  to  feek  in  other  things. 
As  he  that  only  can  defign  a  tree. 
Would  be  to  draw  a  Ihipwreck  or  a  ftorra. 
When  you  begin  with  fo  much  pomp  and  fhow. 
Why  is  the  end  fo  little  and  fo  low  ? 
Be  what  you  will,  fo  you  be  flill  rhe  fame, 

Moft  poets  fall  into  the  grolTcft  faults. 
Deluded  by  a  feeming  excellence  : 
By  ftriving  to  be  (hort,  they  grow  obfcure. 
And  when  they  would  write  fmoothly,  they  want  ftrength. 

Their  fpirits  fink  ;  while  others,  that  affeft 

A  lofty  ftyle,  fwell  to  a  tympany ; 

Some  timorous  wretches  ftart  at  every  blaft. 

And,  fearing  tempefts,  dare  not  leave  the  fliore; 

Others,  in  love  with  wild  variety. 

Draw  boars  in  waves,  and  dolphins  in  a  wood  ; 

Thus  fear  of  erring,  join'd  with  want  of  fkiJJ, 

Is  a  moft  certain  way  of  errino-  ilil] 

The  meaneft  wori:man  in  th'  ^milian  fquare. 

May  grave  the  nails,  or  imitate  the  hair. 

But  cannot  finilh  what  he  hath  begun  ; 

What  caa  be  more  ridiculous  than  he  ?  • 

For  one  or  two  good  features  in  a  face, 

^^■here  all  the  reft  are  fcandaloufly  ill. 

Make  it  but  more  remarkably  deform 'd, 

^   2  let 
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Let  poety  match  their  fubjeft  to  their  ftrength. 
And  often  try  what  weight  they  can  fupport. 
And  what  their  (houlders  are  too  weak  to  bear. 
After  a  ferious  and  judicious  choice. 
Method  and  eloquence  will  never  fail. 

As  well  the  force  as  ornament  of  verfe 
Confifts  in  choofmg  a  fit  time  for  things,  * 
And  knowing  when  a  Mufe  may  be  indulg'd 
In  her  full  flight,  and  when  fhe  fhould  be  curb'd. 

Words  muft  be  chofen,  and  be  plac'd  with  Ikill : 
You  gain  your  point,  when  by  the  noble  art 
Of  good  connexion,  an  unufual  word 
Is  made  at  firft  fanjiliar  to  our  ear. 
But  if  you  write  of  things  abftrufe  or  new. 
Some  of  your  own  inventing  may  be  us'd. 
So  it  be  feldom  and  diforeetly  done  : 
But  he  that  hopes  to  have  new  words  allow'd, 
Muft  fo  derive  them  from  the  Grecian  fpring. 
As  they  may  feem  to  flow  without  conftraint. 
Can  an  impartial  reader  difcommend 
In  Varius,  or  in  Virgil,  what  he  likes 
In  Plautus  or  Caecilius  ?  Why  fhould  I 
Be  envy'd  for  the  little  I  invent. 
When  Ennius  and  Cato's  copious  ftyle 
Have  fo  enrich'd,  and  fo  adoxn'd  our  tongue  ? 
Men  ever  had,  and  ever  will  have,  leave 
To  coin  new  words  well  fuited  to  the  age. 
Words  are  like  leaves,  fome  wither  every  year. 
And  every  year  a  younger  race  fucceeds. 
Death  is  a  tribute  all  things  owe  to  fate  j 

The 
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The  Lucrine  mole  (Caefar's  ftupendous  work) 
Protecls  our  navies  from  the  raging  north ; 
And  (fmce  Cethegus  drain'd  the  Pontine  lake) 
We  plow  and  reap  where  former  ages  row'd. 
See  how  the  Tiber  (whofe  licentious  waves 
So  often  overflow'd  the  neighbouring  fields) 
Now  runs  a  fmooth  and  inotfenfive  courfe, 
Confin'd  by  our  great  Emperor's  command  : 
Yet  this,  and  they,  and  all,  will  be  forgot ; 
Why  then  fhould  words  challenge  eternity. 
When  greateft  men  and  greateft  aftions  die  ? 
Ufe  may  revive  the  obfoleteft  words. 
And  banifh  thofe  that  now  are  moft  in  vogue ; 
Ufe  is  the  judge,  the  law,  and  rule  of  fpecch^ 

Homer  firft  taught  the  world  in  epick  verfe 
To  write  of  great  commanders  and  of  kings. 

Elegies  were  at  firll  defign'd  for  grief. 
Though  now  we  ufe  them  to  exprefs  our  joy : 
But  to  whofe  Mufe  we  owe  that  fort  of  verfe. 
Is  undecided  by  the  men  of  flcill. 

Rage  with  lambicks  arm'd  Archilochus,. 
Numbers  for  dialogue  and  aftion  fit. 
And  favourites  of  the  Dramatic  Mufe. 
Fierce,  lofty,  rapid,  whofe  commanding  found 
Awes  the  tumultuous  noifes  of  the  pit. 
And  whofe  peculiar  province  is  the  llage. 

Gods,  heroes,  conquerors,  Olympic  crowns. 
Love's  pleafmg  cares,  and  the  free  joys  of  wine. 
Are  proper  fubjefts  for  the  Lyric  fong. 

Why  is  he  honour'd  with  a  poet's  name, 

K  3  Who 
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Who  neither  knows  nor  would  obferve  a  rule ; 
And  choofes  to  be  ignorant  and  proud. 
Rather  than  own  his  ignorance,  and  learn  ? 
Let  every  thing  have  its  due  place  and  time, 

A  comic  fubjeft  loves  an  humble  verfe, 
Thyeftes  fcorns  a  low  and  comic  ftyle. 
Yet  comedy  fometiraes  may  raife  her  voice. 
And  Chremes  be  allow'd  to  foam  and  rail : 
Tragedians  too  lay  hy  their  Hate  to  grieve ; 
Peleus  and  Telephiis  cxil'd  and  poor. 
Forget  their  fwelling  and  gigantic  words. 
He  that  would  have  fpeftators  Ihare  his  grief, 
Muft  write  not  only  well,  but  movingly. 
And  raife  men's  paffions  to  what  height  he  will. 
We  weep  and  laugh,  as  we  fee  others  do  : 
He  only  makes  me  fad  who  (hews  the  way. 
And  firft  is  fad  himfelf ;  then,  Telephus, 
I  feel  the  weight  of  your  calamities. 
And  fancy  all  your  miferies  my  own : 
But,  if  you  ad  them  ill,  I  fleep  or  laugh  j 
Your  looks  muft  alter,  as  your  fubjeft  does. 
From  kind  to  fierce,  from  wanton  to  fevere : 
For  nature  forms,  and  foftens  us  within. 
And  writes  our  fortune's  changes  in  our  face.   ' 
Pleafurc  inchants,  impetuous  rage  traufports. 
And  grief  dejeifts,  and  wrings  the  tortur'd  foul. 
And  thefe  are  all  interpreted  by  fpeech  ; 
But  he  whofe  words  and  fortunes  difagrce, 
Abfur'd,  unpity'd,  grows  a  public  jeit, 
Obferve  the  charaders  of  thofe  that  fpeak. 

Whether 
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Whether  an  honeft  fen-ant,  or  a  cheat. 
Or  one  whofe  blood  boils  in  his  youthful  veins. 
Or  a  grave  matron,  or  a  bufv  nurfe, 
Extorti^ng  merchants,  careful  hufbandmen, 
Argives  or  Thebans,  Afians  or  Greeks. 

Follow  report,  or  feign  coherent  things  j 
Defcribe  Achilles,  as  Achilles  was. 
Impatient,  rafh,  inexorable,  proud. 
Scorning  all  judges,  and  all  law  but  arms; 
Medea  muil  be  all  revenge  and  blood, 
Ino  all  tears,  Ixion  all  deceit, 
lo  muft  wander,  and  Oreftes  mourn. 

jf  your  bold  Mufe  dare  tread  unbeaten  paths. 
And  bring  new  characters  upon  the  ftage. 
Be  fure  you  keep  them  up  to  their  firft  height. 
New  fubjefts  are  not  eafily  explain'd, 
And  you  had  better  choofe  a  well-known  theme 
Than  truft  to  an  invention  of  your  own  : 
For  what  originally  others  writ. 
May  be  fo  well  difguis'd,  and  fo  improv'd,  - 
That  with  fome  juftice  it  may  pafs  for  yours ; 
But  then  you  muft  not  copy  trivial  things. 
Nor  word  for  word  too  faithfully  tranllate. 
Nor  (as  forae  fervile  imitators  do) 
Prefcribe  at  firft  fuch  ftrift  uneafy  rules. 
As  you  muft  ever  flaviftily  obferve. 
Or  all  the  laws  of  decency  renounce. 

Begin  not  as  th'  old  poetafter  did, 
**  Troy's  famous  war,  and  Priam's  fate,  I  fing," 

K  4  In 
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In  what  will  all  this  ortentation  end  ? 
The  labouring  mountain  fcarce  brings  forth  a  moufe : 
How  far  is  this  from  the  Maeonian  ftile  ? 
**  Mufe,  fpeak  the  man,  who,  fmce  the  fiege  of  Troy, 
««  So  many  towns,  fuch  change  of  manners  faw,'* 
One  with  a  flafh  l)egins,  and  ends  in  fmoke. 
The  other  out  of  fmoke  brings  glorious  light. 
And  (without  raifing  expedlation  high) 
Surprizes  us  with  daring  m.iracles. 
The  bloody  Lellrygons,  Charybdis'  gulph. 
And  frighted  Greeks,  who  near  the  JEtnn  fhore. 
Hear  Scylla  bark,  and  Polyphemus  roar. 
He  doth  not  trouble  us  with  Leda's  eggs. 
When  he  begins  to  write  the  Trojan  war  j 
Nor,  writing  the  return  of  Diomed, 
Go  back  as  far  as  Meleager's  death ; 
Nothing  is  idle,  each  judicious  line 
Infenfibly  acquaints  us  with  the  plot ; 
He  choofes  only  what  he  can  improve. 
And  truth  and  fiftion  are  fo  aptly  mix'd 
That  all  feems  uniform,  and  of  a  piece. 
Now  hear  what  every  auditor  expeds ;. 
If  you  intend  that  he  Ihould  ftay  to  hear 
The  epilogue,  and  fee  the  curtain  fall ; 
Mind  how  our  tempers  alter  in  our  years,. 
And  by  that  rule  form  all  your  charafters. 
One  that  hath  newly  learn'd  to  fpeak  and  go. 
Loves  childi(h  plays,  is  foon  provok'd  and  pleas'd. 
And  changes  every  hour  his  wavering  mind. 
A  youth  that  firlt  calls  oiF  his  tutor's  yoke. 

Love? 
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Loves  horfes,  hounds,  and  fports,  and  exercife. 
Prone  to  all  vice,  impatient  of  reproof. 
Proud,  carelefs,  fond,  inconftant,  and  profufe* 
Gain  and  ambition  rule  our  riper  years. 
And  maJ;3  us  flaves  to  intereft  and  power* 
Old  men  are  only  walking  hofpitals. 
Where  all  defeds  and  all  difeafes  crowd 
With  rcftlefs  pain,  and  more  tormenting  fear. 
Lazy,  morofe,  full  of  delays  and  hopes, 
Opprefs'd  with  riches  which  they  dare  not  ufe  j 
Ill-natur'd  cenfors  of  the  prcfent  age. 
And  fond  of  all  the  follies  of  the  paft. 
Thus  all  the  treafure  of  our  Cowing  years^ 
Our  ebb  of  life  for  ever  takes  away. 
Boys  muft  not  have  th'  ambitious  care  of  men. 
Nor  men  the  weak  anxieties  of  age. 

Some  things  are  aded,  others  only  told ; 
But  what  we  hear  moves  lefs  than  what  we  fee  ; 
Speftators  only  have  their  eyes  to  truft. 
But  auditors  muft  truft  their  ears  and  you  j 
Yet  there  are  things  improper  for  a  fcene. 
Which  men  of  judgment  only  will  relate. 
Medea  muft  not  draw  her  murdering  knife. 
And  fpill  her  childrens  blood  upon  the  ftage^ 
Nor  Atreus  there  his  horrid  feaft  prepare. 
Cadmus  and  Progne's  metamorphofis, 
(She  to  a  fwallow  turn'd,  he  to  a  fnake) 
And  whatfoever  contradicts  my  fenfe,. 
I  hate  to  lee,  and  never  can  believe, 

Fi^C 
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Five  a6ls  are  the  juft  meafure  of  a  play. 
Never  prefume  to  make  a  God  appear. 
But  for  a  bufmefs  worthy  of  a  God ;    , 
And  in  one  fcene  no  more  than  three  fhould  fpeak* 

A  chorus  {hould  fupply  what  aftion  wants. 
And  hath  a  generous  and  manly  part; 
Bridles  wild  rage,  loves  rigid  honefly. 
And  Itrid  obfervance  of  impartial  laws. 
Sobriety,  fecurity,  and  peace. 
And  begs  the  Gods  who  guide  blind  fortune's  wheel. 
To  raife  the  wretched,  and  pull  down  the  proud. 
But  nothing  muft  be  fung  between  the  afts. 
But  what  fome  way  conduces  to  the  plot. 

Firft  the  fhrill  found  of  a  fmall  rural  pipe 
(Not  loud  like  trumpets,  nor  adorn'd  as  now) 
Was  entertainment  for  the  infant  ftage. 
And  pleas'd  the  thin  and  balhful  audience 
Of  our  well-meaning,  frugal  anceftors. 
But  when  our  walls  and  limits  v/ere  enlarg'd. 
And  men  (grown  v/anton  by  profperity) 
Study'd  new  arts  of  luxury  and  eafe. 
The  verfe,  the  mufic,  and  the  fcene,  's  improv'd ; 
For  how  {hould  ignorance  be  judge  of  wit. 
Or  men  of  fenfe  applaud  the  jeft  of  fools  ? 
Then  came  rich  deaths  and  graceful  adion  in. 
Then  inftruments  were  taught  more  moving  noses. 
And  eloquence  with  all  her  pomp  and  charms 
Foretold  us  ufeful  and  fententious  truths. 
As  thofe  deliver'd  by  the  Delphic  God. 

The  firll  tragedians  found  that  ferious  ftyle 
Too  grave  for  their  uncultivated  ao;e. 

And 
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And  fo  brought  wild  and  naked  fatyrs  in, 
Whofe  motion,  words,  and  fnape,  were  all  a  farce, 
(As  oft  as  decency  would  give  them  leave) 
Becaufc  the  mad  ungovernable  rout. 
Full  of  confufion,  and  the  fumes  of  wine, 
Lov'd  fuch  variety  and  antic  tricks. 
But  then  they  did  not  wrong  themfclves  fo  much 
To  make  a  god,  a  hero,  or  a  king, 
(Stript  of  his  golden  crown  and  purple  robe) 
Defcend  to  a  mechanic  dialeft. 
Nor  (to  avoid  fuch  meannefs)  foaring  high 
With  empty  found  and  airy  notions  fly ; 
For  tragedy  (hould  blufh  as  much  to  ftoop 
To  the  low  mimic  follies  of  a  farce. 
As  a  grave  matron  would  to  dance  with  girls : 
You  muft  not  think  that  a  fatiric  ftyle 
Allows  of  fcandalous  and  brutilTi  words. 
Or  the  confounding  of  your  characters. 
Begin  with  Truth,  then  give  Invention  fcope. 
And  if  your  ftyle  be  natural  and  fraooth. 
All  men  will  try,  and  hope  to  write  as  well ; 
And  (not  without  much  pains)  be  undeceiv'd. 
So  much  good  method  and  connexion  may 
Improve  the  common  and  the  plaineft  things. 
•  A  fatyr  that  comes  daring  from  the  woods, 
Muft  not  at  firft  fpeak  like  an  orator : 
But,  though  his  language  ft^ould  not  be  refin'd. 
It  muft  not  .be  obfcene  and  impudent ; 
The  better  fort  abhors  fcurrility. 
And  often  cenfures  what  the  rabble  likes. 

Unpolifh'd 
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Unpolifli'd  verfes  pafs  v/ith  many  men. 
And  Rome  is  too  indulgent  in  tliat  point;. 
But  then  to  write  at  a  loofe  rambling  rate. 
In  hope  the  world  will  wink  at  all  our  faults,. 
Is  fuch  a  rafh  ill-grounded  confidence. 
As  men  may  pardon,^  but  will  never  praife^ 
Be  perSeft  in  the  Greek  originals,. 
Read  them  by  day,  and  think  of  them  by  night,. 
But  Plautus  was  admir'd  in  for-mer  time 
With  too  much  patience  (not  to  call  it  worfe) : 
His  harfh,  unequal  vcrfe  was  mufic  then. 
And  rudenefs  had  the  privilege  of  wit.. 

When  Thefpis  firft  expos'd  the  Tragic  Mufe,. 
Rude  were  the  aftors,  and  a  cart  the  fcene,. 
Where  ghaftly  faces  flain'd  with  lees  of  wine 
Frighted  the  children,  and  amus'd  the  crowd  ;. 
This  iEfchylus.  (with  indignation)  faw. 
And  built  a  ftage,  found  out  a  decent  drefs,. 
Brought  vizards  in  (a  civiler  difguifeji 
And  taught  men  how  to  fpeak  and  how  to  a^,. 
Next  Comedy  appear'd  with  great  applaufe,. 
Till  her  licentious  and  abufive  tongue 
Waken'd  the  magiftrates  coercive  power. 
And  forc'd.  it  to  fupprefs  her  infolence. 

Our  writers  have  attempted  every  way ;. 
And  they  deferve  our  praife,  Avhofe  daring  Mufe 
Difdain'd  to  be  beholden  to  the  Greeks,. 
And  found  fit  fubjefts  for  her  verfe  at  home. 
Nor  fhould  we  lie  lefs  famous  for  our  wit. 
Than  for  the  force  of  our  viftorious  arms ; 

But 
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But  that  the  time  and  care  that  are  rcquir'd 
To  overlook,  and  file,  and  polifh  veil, 
Friglit  poets  from  that  neceflary  toil. 

Demociitus  was  fo  in  love  with  uit. 
And  fome  men's  natural  impolfe  to  write. 
That  he  defpis'd  the  help  of  art  nnd  rules. 
And  t}iought  none  poets  till  their  brains  were  crackt ; 
And  this  hath  fo  intoxicated  fome. 
That  (to  appear  incorrigibly  mad) 
They  cleanlinefs  and  company  renounce 
J'or  lunacy  beyond  the  cure  of  art. 
With  a  long  heard,  and  ten  long  dirty  nails, 
Pafs  current  for  Apollo's  liver}'. 
O  my  unhappy  ftars !  if  in  the  Spring 
Some  phyfic  had  not  cux'd  me  of  the  fpleen. 
None  would  have  writ  with  more  fuccefs  than  I; 
But  I  muft  reft  contented  as  I  am. 
And  only  ferve  to  whet  that  wit  in  you. 
To  which  I  willingly  refign  my  claim. 
Yet  without  writing  I  may  teach  to  write. 
Tell  what  the  duty  of  a  poet  is  ; 
Wh^-ein  his  wealth  and  ornaments  confift. 
And  how  he  may  be  forin'd,  and  how  improv'd,  . 
What  fit,  what  not,  what  excellent  or  ill. 

Sound  judgment  is  the  ground  of  writing  well  9 
And  when  Philofop.  y  direfts  your  choice 
To  proper  fubjedb  rightly  underftood. 
Words  from  your  pen  will  naturally  flow^ 
He  only  gives  the  proper  charafters. 
Who  knows  the  duty  of  all  ranks  of  men, 

And 
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And  what  we  owe  our  country,  parents,  friends^ 

How  judges  and  how  fenators  (hould  ad. 

And  what  becomes  a  general  to  do  ; 

Thofe  are  the  likeil  copies,  which  are  drawn. 

By  the  original  of  human  life^ 

Sonietimes  in  rough  and  undigefted  plays 

We  meet  with  fuch  a  lucky  charafter. 

As,  being  humour'd  right,  and  well  purfued,, 

Succeeds  much  better  than  the  (hallow  verfe 

And  chiming  trifles  of  more  ftudious  pens. 

Greece  had  a  genius,  Greece  had  eloquence^ 
For  her  ambition  and  her  end  was  fame. 
Our  Roman  youth  is  diligently  taught' 
The  deep  myfterious  art  of  growing  rich. 
And  the  firlt  words  that  children  learn  to  fpeak 
Are  of  the  value  of  the  names  of  coin  ; 
Can  a  penurious  wretch,  that  with  his  milk. 
Kath  fuck'd  the  bafeft  dregs  of  ufury. 
Pretend  to  generous  and  heroic  tlioughts  ? 
Can  ruft  and  avarice  write  lafting  lines  ? 
But  you,  brave  youth,  vnfe  Numa's  worthy  heir. 
Remember  of  what  weight  your  judgment  is. 
And  never  venture  to  commend  a  book. 
That  has  not  pafs'd  all  judges  and  all  tefts. 

A  poet  fhould  inftraft,  or  pleafe,  or  both  : 
Let  all  your  precepts  be  fuccinft  and  clear. 
That  ready  wits  may  comprehend  them  foon. 
And  faithful  memories  retain  them  long  ; 
All  fuperfluities  are  foon  forgot. 
Never  be  fo  conceited  of  your  parts. 

To 
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To  think  you  may  perfuade  us  what  you  pleafcj 

Or  venture  to  bring  in  a  child  alive. 

That  Canibals  have  murder'd  and  devour'd. 

Old  age  explodes  all  but  morality ; 

Aufterity  offends  afpiring  youths  ; 

But  he  that  joins  inftrudion  with  delight. 

Profit  with  pleafure,  carries  all  the  votes  : 

Thefe  are  the  volumes  that  enrich  the  fhops, 

Thefe  pafs  with  admiration  through  the  world. 

And  bring  their  author  to  eternal  fame. 

Be  not  too  rigidly  cenforious, 
A  ftring  may  jar  in  the  bcft  mailer's  hand. 
And  the  moft  Ikilful  archer  mifs  his  aim  ; 
Rut  in  a  poem  elegantly  writ, 
1  would  not  quarrel  with  a  flight  miftakc. 
Such  as  our  nature's  frailty  may  excufe ; 
But  he  that  hath  been  often  told  his  fault. 
And  ftill  perfifli;,  is  as  impertinent 
As  a  mufician  that  will  alvvay  play. 
And  yet  is  always  out  at  the  fame  note: 
VV'hen  fuch  a  pofitive  abandon'd  fop 
(Among  his  numerous  abfurdities) 
Stumbles  upon  feme  tolerable  line, 
I  fret  to  fee  them  in  fuch  company, 
A  nd  wonder  by  what  magic  they  came  there. 
But  in  long  works  fleep  will  fometimes  furprize  ; 
Homer  himfelf  hath  been  obferv'd  to  nod. 

Poems,  like  pictures,  are  of  different  forts. 
Some  better  at  a  diftance,  others  near. 
Some  love  the  dark,  forae  chcofe  the  clearell  light. 

And 
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And  beldly  challenge  the  moft  piercing  eye ; 

Some  pleafe  for  once,  fome  will  for  ever  pleafe. 

But,  Pifo,  (though  your  knowledge  of  the  world, 

Join'd  with  your  father's  precepts,  make  you  wife) 

Remember  this  as  an  important  truth : 

Some  things  admit  of  mediocrity, 

A  counfellor,  or  pleader  at  the  bar. 

May  want  Meflala's  powerful  eloquence. 

Or  be  lefs  read  than  deep  Cafcellius ; 

Yet  this  indifferent  lawyer  is  efteem'd ; 

But  no  authority  of  gods  nor  men 

Allow  of  any  mean  in  poefy. 

As  an  ill  concert,  and  a  coarfe  perfume, 

Difgrace  the  delicacy  of  a  feaft. 

And  might  with  more  difcretion  have  been  fpar'd ; 

So  poefy,  whofe  end  is  to  delight. 

Admits  of  no  degrees,  but  muft  be  ftill 

Sublimely  good,  or  defpicably  ill. 

In  other  things  men  have  fome  reafon  left. 

And  one  that  cannot  dance,  or  fence,  or  run, 

Defpairing  of  fuccefs,  forbears  to  try ; 

But  all  (without  confideration)  write; 

Some  thinking  that  th'  omnipotence  of  wealth 

"Can  turn  them  into  poets  when  they  pleafe. 

But,  Pifo,  you  are  of  too  quick  a  fight 

Not  to  difcern  which  way  your  talent  lies. 

Or  vainly  with  your  genius  to  contend ; 

Yet  if  it  ever  be  your  fate  to  write, 

l-et  your  prodiiftions  pafs  the  ftrifteft  hands. 

Mine  and  your  father's,  and  not  fee  the  light 


Till 
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TiH  time  and  care  have  ripen'd  every  line. 

What  you  keep  by  you,  you  may  change  and  mend. 

But  words  once  fpokc  can  never  be  recall'd. 

Orpheus,  infpir'd  by  more  than  human  power. 
Did  not,  as  poets  feign,  tame  favage  beads. 
But  men  as  lawlefs  and  as  wild  as  they. 
And  firft  diffuadcd  them  from  rage  and  blood ; 
Thus,  when  Amphion  built  the  Theban  wall. 
They  kign'd  the  Hones  obey'd  his  magic  lute ; 
Poets,  the  firft  inftruftors  of  mankind, 
-Brought  all  things  to  their  proper,  native  ufc; 
Some  they  appropriated  to  the  gods. 
And  fome  to  public,  fome  to  private  ends : 
Promifcuous  love  by  marriage  was  reftrain'd. 

Cities  were  built,  and  ufeful  laws  were  made; 

So  great  was  the  divinity  of  verfe. 

And  fuch  obfervance  to  a  poet  paid. 

Then  Homer's  and  Tyrta-us'  martial  Mufe 

VVaken'd  the  world,  and  founded  loud  alarms. 

To  verfe  we  owe  the  facred  oracles. 

And  our  beft  precepts  of  morality; 

Some  have  by  verfe  obtain'd  the  love  of  kino-?, 

(Who,  with  the  Mufes,  eafe  their  weary 'd  minds] 

Then  blufh  not,  noble  Pifo,  to  proteft 

What  gods  infpire,  and  kings  delight  to  hear. 

Some  think  that  poets  may  be  form'd  by  art. 

Others  maintain  that  Nature  makes  them  fo  j 

I  neither  fee. what  art  without  a  vein. 

Nor  wit  without  the  help  of  art  can  do. 

But  mutually  they  crave  each  other's  aid. 

Vol.  XV.  L  He 
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He  that  intends  to  gain  th'  Olympic  prize 
Muft  ufe  himfelf  to  hunger,  heat,  and  cold. 
Take  leave  of  wine,  and  the  foft  joys  of  love  ; 
And  no  mufician  dares  pretend  to  fkill, 
Without  a  great  expence  of  time  and  pains  ; 
But  every  little  bufy  fcribbler  now 
Swells  with  the  praifcs  which  he  gives  himfelf; 
And,  taking  fanftuary  in  the  crowd, 
.Brags  of  his  impudence,  and  fcorns  to  mend, 
A  wealthy  poet  takes  more  pains  to  hire 
A  flattering  audience,  than  poor  tradefmen  do 
To  perfuadc  cuftomers  to  buy  their  goods. 
'Tis  hard  to  find  a  man  of  great  eftate. 
That  can  diflinguifh  flatterers  from  friends. 
INever  delude  yourfelf,  nor  read  your  book 
Before  a  brib'd  and  fawning  auditor. 
For  he  '11  commend  and  feign  an  extafy,   , 
Grow  pale  or  weep,  do  any  thing  to  pleafe  : 
True  friends  appear  lefs  mov'd  than  counterfeit  j 
As  men  that  truly  grieve  at  funerals. 
Are  not  fo  loud  as  thofe  that  cry  for  hire. 
Wife  were  the  kings,,  who  never  chofe  a  friend. 
Till  with  full  cups  they  had  unmafk'd  his  foul,. 
And  feen  the  bottom  of  his  deepeil  thoughts ;. 
You  cannot  arm  yourfelf  with  too  much  care 
Againft  the  fmiles  of  a  deligning  knave. 
Quintilius  (if  his  advice  were  afk'd) 
Would  freely  tell  you  what  you  fhould  corred^^ 
Or,  if  you  could  not,  bid  you  blot  it  out. 
And  with  more  care  fupply  the  vacancy  .; 


But 
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But  if  he  found  you  fond  and  obllinatc 

(And  aptcr  to  defend  than  mend  your  faults). 

With  filence  leave  you  to  admire  yourfoif. 

And  without  rival  hug  your  darling  book. 

The  prudent  care  of  an  impartial  friend 

Will  give  you  notice  of  each  idle  line. 

Shew  what  founds  harfh,  and  what  wants  ornament. 

Or  where  it  is  too  lavifhly  beftow'd ; 

Make  you  explain  all  that  he  finds  obfcure. 

And  with  a  drift  enquiry  mark  your  faults; 

Nor  for  thefe  trifles  fear  to  lofe  your  love  : 

Thofc  things  which  now  feem  frivolous  and  flight. 

Will  be  of  a  raoft  ferious  confequence, 

VMien  they  have  made  you  once  ridiculous. 
A  poetafter,  in  his  raging  fit, 

( Follow 'd  and  pointed  at  by  fools  and  boys) 

Is  dreaded  and  profcrib'd  by  men  of  fenfe  ; 

They  make  a  lane  for  the  polluted  thing. 

And  fly  as  from  th'  infeftion  of  the  pla^'ue. 

Or  from  a  man  whom,  for  a  jufl  revenge. 

Fanatic  phrenzy  fent  by  heaven  purfues. 

If  (in  the  raving  of  a  frantic  Mufe) 

And  minding  more  his  verfes  than  his  way. 

Any  of  thefe  fhould  drop  into  a  well. 

Though  he  might  burlt  his  lungs  to  call  for  help, 

No  creature  would  ailift  or  pity  him. 

But  feem  to  think  he  fell  on  purpofe  in. 

Hear  how  an  old  Sicilian  poet  dy'd  ; 

Empedocles,  mad  to  be  thought  a  god. 

In  a  cold  fit  leap'd  into  Etna's  flamest 

L  z  Cht 
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Give  poets  leave  to  make  themfelvcs  away. 

Why  fhould  it  be  a  greater  fm  to  kill. 

Than  to  keep  men  alive  againft  their  will  ? 

Nor  was  this  chance,  but  a  deliberate  choice  ; 

For  if  Empedocles  were  now  reviv'd. 

He  would  be  at  his  frolic  once  again. 

And  his  pretenfions  to  divinity  : 

'Tis  hard  to  fay  whether  for  facrilege. 

Or  inceft,  or  fome  more  unheard-of  crime. 

The  rhyming  fiend  is  fent  into  thefe  men ; 

But  they  are  all  moft  vifibly  pofleft. 

And,  like  a  baited  bear  when  he  breaks  loofe. 

Without  diftinftion  feize  on  all  they  meet ; 

None  ever  fcap'd  that  came  within  their  reach. 

Sticking  like  leeches,  till  they  buxft  with  blood. 

Without  remorfe  infatiably  they  read. 

And  never  leave  till  they  have  read  men  dead. 

•#*    Lord  Roscommon's  verfes    on  the   **  Religio  Laid" 
are  printed  in  the  eighteenth  volume  of  this  Colle£bion. 
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WINDSOR     CASTLEV 

In  a    M  O  N  U  M  E  N  T  to  our  late  Sovereign  King 
CHARLES  II.  of  ever  blcaid  Memory. 

*'  Dum  juga  mentis  aper,  fluvios  dum  pifcis  amabit, 
"  Dumque  thymo  pafcentur  apes,  dum  rore  cicada;; 
••  Semj)cr  Honos,  Nomcnquc  tuura,  Laudefque  mane- 

"  bunt. 
•'  Sicanimusfylvas, fylvxfmtCorifuledignae."    Virc, 


To  the  immortal  Fame  of  our  late  dread  Sovereign 
King  CHARLES  II.  of  ever  bleffed  Memor)-; 
and  to  the  facred  Majefty  of  the  moft  auguH  and 
mighty  Prince  JAMES  II.  now  by  the  Grace  of 
God  King  of  England,  Scotland,  France,  and 
Ireland,  Defender  of  the  Faith,  &c.  this  following 
Poem  is  in  all  humility  dedicated  by  his  ever 
devoted  and  obedient  Subjeft  and  Servant, 

THO.    OTWAY. 


THOUGH  poets  immortality  may  give. 
And  Troy  does  ftill  in  Homer's  numbers  live  . 
How  dare  I  touch  tliy  praife,  thou  glorious  frame. 
Which  muft  be  deathkfs  as  thy  raifer's  name  : 

But 
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But  that  I  wanting  fame  am  fure  of  thine  5 

To  eternize  this  humble  fong  of  mine  ? 

At  lead  the  memory  of  that  more  than  man. 

From  whofe  vaft  mind  thy  glories  firft  began. 

Shall  ev'n  my  mean  and  worthlefs  verfe  commend. 

For  wonders  always  did  his  name  attend.  10 

Though  now  (alas !)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies. 

Yet  fhall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rife. 

Great  were  the  toils  attending  the  command 
Of  an  ungrateful  and  a  ftiff-neck'd  land. 
Which,  grown  too  wanton,  'caufe  'twas  over-bleft,     15 
Would  never  give  its  nurfing  father  reft  ; 
But,  having  fpoil'd  the  edge  of  ill-forg'd  laW, 
By  rods  and  axes  had  been  kept  in  awe ; 
But  that  his  gracious  hand  the  fceptre  held. 
In  dl  the  arts  of  mildly  guiding  fkill'd  ;  20 

Who  faw  thofe  engines  which  unhing'd  us  move, 
Griev'd  at  our  follies  with  a  father's  love. 
Knew  the  vile  ways  we  did  t'  afflift  him  take. 
And  watch'd  what  hafte  we  did  to  ruin  make ; 
Yet  when  upon  its  brink  we  fecm'd  to  ftand,  25 

Lent  to  our  fuccour  a  forgiving  hand. 
Though  now  (alas!)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies. 
Yet  fliall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  thence  arlfe. 

Mercy  's  indeed  the  attribute  of  heaven. 
For  gods  have  power  to  keep  the  balance  even,  30 

Which  if  kings  loofe,  how  can  they  govern  well  ? 
Mercy  fhould  pardon,  but  the  fword  compel  : 
Compaflion  's  elfe  a  kingdom's  grcateft  harm. 
Its  warmth  engenders  rebels  till  they  fwarm ; 

And 
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And  round  the  throne  themfelves  in  tumults  fpread,    3  r 
To  heave  the  crown  from  a  long-futferer's  head. 
By  example  this  that  godlike  king  once  knew. 
And  after,  by  experience,  found  too  true. 
Under  Philiftian  lords  we  long  had  mourn'd, 
Wlien  he,  our  great  Deliverer,  return'd  ;  aq 

But  thence  the  deluge  of  our  tears  did  ccafe. 
The  royal  dove  fhew'd  us  fuch  marks  of  peace : 
And  when  this  land  in  blood  he  might  have  laid. 
Brought  balfam  for  the  wounds  ourfelves  had  made. 
Though  now  (alas !)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies,  /^r 

Yet  fhall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rife. 

Then  matrons  bleft'd  him  as  he  pafs'd  along. 
And  triumph  ccho'd  through  th'  enfranchis'd  throng : 
On  his  each  hand  his  royal  brothers  fhone. 
Like  two  fupporters  of  Great  Britain's  throne  :         50 
The  firft,  for  deeds  of  arms,  renown'd  as  far 
As  Fame  e'er  fiew  to  tell  great  tales  of  war ; 
Of  nature  generous,  and  of  ftcdfaft  mfnd. 
To  flattery  deaf,  but  ne'er  to  iTTit  blind, 
Referv'd  in  pleafurcs,  but  in  dangers  bold,  rr 

Youthful  in  aftions,  and  in  conduft  old. 
True  to  his  friends,  as  watchful  o'er  his  foes. 
And  a  juft  value  upon  each  bellows ; 
Slow  to  condemn,  nor  partial  to  commend. 
The   brave   man's   patron,     and   the   wrcng'd   man's 
friend-  60 

Now  juftly  feated  on  th'  imperial  throne. 
In  which  h-.gh  fphere  no  brighter  liar  e'er  Ibone : 

Virtue's 
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Virtue's  great  pattern,  and  rebellion's  dread. 
Long  may  he  live  to  bruife  that  ferpent's  head. 
Till  all  his  foes  their  juft  confufion  meet,  6c 

And  growl  and  pine  beneath  his  mighty  feet ! 

The  fecond,  for  debates  in  council  fit. 
Of  fteady  judgment  and  deep  piercing  wit: 
To  all  the  noblefl  heights  of  learning  bred. 
Both  men  and  books  with  curious  fearch.  had  read  :  70 
Fathom'd  the  ancient  policies  of  Greece, 
And  having  form'd  from  all  one  curious  piece,. 
Learnt  thence  what  fprings  beft  move  and  guide  a  flate. 
And  could  with  eafe  dired  the  heavy  weight. 
But  our  then  angry  fate  great  GloTter  feiz'd,  75 

And  never  fmce  feem'd  perfeftly  appeas'di 
For,  oh  !  what  pity,  people  blefs'd  as  we 
With  plent}--,  peace,  and  noble  liberty. 
Should  fo  much  of  our  old  difeafe  retain,. 
To  make  us  furfeit  into  flaves  again !  80 

Slaves  to  ihofe  tyrant  lords  whofe  yoke  we  bore. 
And  ferv'd  fo  bafe  a  bondage  to  before ; 
Yet  'twas  our  curfe,  that  blelhngs  flow'd  too  fall. 
Or  we  had  appetites  too  coarfe  to  tafte. 
Fond  Ifraelites,  our  manna  to  refufe,  8^ 

And  Egypt's  loathfome  fle(h-pots  murmuring  chufe. 
Great  Charles  faw  this,  yet  hulh'd  his  rifing  breaft. 
Though  much  the  lion  in  his  bofom  preft : 
But  he  for  fway  feem'd  fo  by  nature  made. 
That  his  own  paffions  knew  him,  and  obey'd  :  go 

Mafter  of  them,  he  foften'd  his  command, 
I'he  fword  of  rule  fcarce  threaten'd  in  his  hand  ; 

Stern 
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Stem  majefty  upon  his  brow  might  fit. 

But  fmiles,  ftill  playing  round  it,  made  it  fwcet; 

So  finely  mix'd,  had  Nature  dar'd  t'  afford  gr 

One  lead  perfedlion  more,  h'  had  been  ador'd. 

Merciful,  juft,  good-natur'd,  lioeral,  brave. 

Witty,  and  plcafurc's  friend,  yet  not  her  flave  : 

The  paths  of  life  by  noblcft  methods  trod  ; 

Of  mortal  mold,  but  in  his  mind  a  god.  100 

Though  now  (alas!)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies. 

Yet  fhall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rife, 

in  this  great  mind  long  he  his  cares  rc\'olv'd. 
And  long  it  was  ere  the  great  mind  refolv'd  : 
Till  wcarinefs  at  laft  his  thoughts  compos'd  ;  10; 

Peace  was  the  choice,  and  their  debates  were  clos'd. 
But,  oh! 

Through  all  this  ifle,  where  it  fcems  moft  dcfign'd, 
Nothing  fo  hard  as  wilh'd-for  peace  to  find. 
The  elements  due  order  here  maintain,  1 10 

And  pay  their  tribute  in  of  warmth  and  rain  : 
Cool  fhades  and  ftreams,  rich  fertile  lands  abound. 
And  Nature's  bounty  flows  the  fcafons  round. 
But  we,  a  wretched  race  of  men,  thus  bleft. 
Of  fo  much  happinefs  {if  known,  poffeftj  1 1  j 

Miftaking  every  nobleft  ufe  of  life. 
Left  beauteous  Quiet,  that  kind,  tender  wife. 
For  the  unwhol::fon>e,  brawling  harlot.  Strife. 
The  man  in  power,  by  wild  ambition  led, 
Envy'd  all  honours  on  another's  head  ;  120 

And,  to  fupplant  fume  rival,  by  his  pride 
Embroil'd  that  date  his  wifdom  cught  to  guide. 

The 


158  O  T  W  A  Y*S    POEMS. 

The  priefts,  who  humble  temperance  fhould  profcfs,. 

Sought  filken  robes  and  fat  voluptuous  ea^e  ; 

So,  with  fmall  labours  in  the  vineyard  Ihown,,         12c 

Forfook  God's  liarveft  to  improve  their  own,. 

That  dark  aenigma  (yet  unriddled)  Law,. 

Inftead  of  doing  right  and  giving  awe. 

Kept  open  lifts,  and  at  the  noify  bar. 

Four  times  a  year  proclaim'd  a  civil  war,  xjo 

Where  daily  kinfman,  father,  fon,  and  brother,. 

Might  damn  their  fouls  to  ruin  one  another. 

Hence  cavils  rofe  'gainft  Heaven's  and  Csfar's  caufe. 

From  falfe  religions  and  corrupted  laws ;. 

Till  fo  at  laft  rebellion's  bafe  was  laid,  13  r 

And  God  or  king  no  longer  were  obey'd. 

But  that  good  angel  whofe  furmounting  power 
Waited  great  Charles  in  each  emergent  hour, 
Againft  whofe  care  hell  vainly  did  decree. 
Nor  fafter  could  defign  than  that  forefee,  140 

Guarding  the  crown  upon  his  (acred  brow 
From  all  its  blackeft  arts,  was  with  him  now, 
Affur'd  him  peace  muft  be  for  him  deiign'd. 
For  he  was  born  to  give  it  all  mankind. 
By  patience,  mercies  large,  and  many  toils,  14^; 

In  his  own  realms  to  calm  inteltine  broils. 
Thence  every  root  of  difcord  to  remove. 
And  plant  us  new  with  unity  and  love. 
Then  ftretch  his  healing  hands  to  neighbouring  Ihores, 
Where  flaughter  rages,  and  wild  rapine  roars  ;         ^i^ 
To  cool  their  ferments  with  the  charms  of  peace. 
Who,  fo  their  madnefs  and  their  rage  might  ceafe, 

Gro\'(^ 
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Grow  all  (embracing  what  fuch  friendfhip  brings) 
Like  us  the  people,  and  like  him  their  kings. 
But  now  (alas !)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies,  i^j 

Yet  fliall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rife. 

For  this  afTurance  pious  th:uiks  he  paid; 
Then  in  his  mind  the  beauteous  model  laid 
Of  that  majelHc  pile,  where  oft,  his  care 
A -while  forgot;  he  might  for  eafe  repair  :  160 

A  feat  for  fwect  retirement,  health,  and  love, 
Britain's  Olympus,  where,  like  awful  Jove, 
He  pleas'd  could  fit,  and  his  regards  beftow 
On  the  vain,  bufy,  fwarming  world  below. 
K'en  I,  the  meancft  of  thofe  humble  fwains,  16^ 

Who  fang  his  praifes  through  the  fertile  plains. 
Once  in  a  happy  hour  was  thither  led. 
Curious  to  fee  what  Fame  fo  far  had  fpread. 
There  tell,  my  Mufe,  what  wonders  thou  didft  find,. 
Worthy  thy  fong,  and  his  celeftial  mind.  i-jO 

'Twas  at  that  joyful  hallov/'d  day's  return. 
On  which  that  man  of  miracles  was  born. 
At  whofe  great  birth  appear 'd  a  noon-day  liar. 

Which  prodigy  foretold  yet  many  more ; 
Did  ftrangc  efcapes  from  dreadful  Fate  declare,       17  r 

Nor  (hin'd,  but  for  one  greater  king  before. 
Though  now  (alas  !j  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies. 
Yet  fhall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rife. 

For  this  great  day  were  equal  joys  prepar'd. 
The  voice  of  triumph  on  the  hills  was  heard  ;  1 80 

Redoubled  llioutings  wak'd  the  echo's  round. 
And  chearful  bowls  with  loyal  vows  were  crown'd. 

But, 
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But,  above  all,  within  thofe  lofty  towers. 

Where  glorious  Charles  then  fpent  his  happy  hours, 

Joy  wore  a  folemn,  though  a  fmiling  face;  i8^ 

'Twas  gay,  but  yet  majellic,  as  the  place ; 

Tell  then,  my  Mufe,  what  wonders  thou  didft  find 

Worthy  thy  fong  and  his  celeftial  mind. 

Within  a  gate  of  ftrength,  whofe  ancient  frame 
Has  outworn  Time,  and  the  records  of  Fame,       190 
A  reverend  *  dome  there  ftands,  where  twice  each  day 
Affembling  prophets  their  devotions  pay. 
In  prayers  and  hymns  to  heaven's  eternal  king, 
The  cornet,  flute,  and  fhawme,  aflifting  as  they  fing. 
Here  Ifrael's  myftic  ftatutes  they  recount,  1 9 j; 

From  the  firft  tables  of  the  holy  mount. 
To  the  bleft  gofpel  of  that  glorious  Lord, 
Whofe  precious  death  falvation  has  reftor'd. 
Here  fpeak,  my  Mufe,  what  wonders  thou  didft  find 
Worthy  thy  fong  and  his  celeftial  mind.  2 CO 

Within  this  dome  a  ftiining  +  chapel 's  rais'd. 
Too  noble  to  be  well  defcrib'd  or  prais'd. 
Before  the  door,  fix'd  in  an  awe  profound, 
I  flood,  and  gaz'd  with  pleaftng  wonder  round. 
When  one  approach'd  who  bore  much  fober  grace,    20 J 
Order  and  ceremony  in  his  face  ; 
A  threatening  rod  did  his  dread  right  hand  poize, 
A  badge  of  rule  and  terror  o'er  the  boys : 
His  left  a  maffy  bunch  of  keys  did  fway. 
Ready  to  open  all  to  all  that  pay.  2 1  o 


•  St.  George's  Church.  f  St.  George's  Chapel. 
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This  courteous  fqjire,  obferving  how  araaz'd 
My  eyes  betray'd  me  as  they  wildly  gaz'd. 
Thus  gentiy  fpoke  :  "  Thofe  banners  *  rais'd  on  high 
*♦  Betoken  noble  vows  of  chivalry  ; 
♦*  Which  here  their  heroes  with  religion  make,       21  j 
•*  When  they  the  enfigns  of  this  order  take." 
Then  in  due  method  made  me  underftand 
What  honour  fam'd  St.  George  had  done  our  land  ; 
What  toils  he  vanquifh'd,   with  what  monfters  drove ; 
Whofe  champions  fmce  for  virtue,  truth,  and  love,  220 
Hang  here  their  trophies,  while  their  generous  arms 
Keep  wrong  fuppreft,  and  innocence  from  harms. 
At  this  m'  amazement  yet  did  greater  grow. 
For  I  had  been  told  all  virtue  was  but  Ihow ; 
That  oft  bold  villainy  had  beft  fuccefs,  225 

As  if  its  ufe  were  more,  nor  merit  lefs. 
But  here  I  faw  how  it  rewarded  fhin'd.  "| 

Tell  on,  my  Mufe,  what  wonders  thou  didft  find       > 
Worthy  thy  fong  and  Charles's  mighty  mind.  J 

I  turn'd  around  my  eyes,  and,  lo,  a  +  cell,         230 
Where  melancholy  ruin  feem'd  to  dwell. 
The  door  unhing'd,  without  or  bolt  or  ward, 
Seert'd  as  what  lodg'd  within  foand  fmall  regard. 
Like  fome  old  den,  fcarce  vifited  by  day, 
WTiere  dark  oblivion  lurk'd  and  watch'd  for  prey.  23^ 

*  Of  the  Knights  of  the  Garter. 

•f  An  old  ifle  in  the  church,  where  the  banner  of  a  dzzi  knight 
h  carried,  when  another  fuccccds  him. 

Vol.  XV.  M  .     Here, 
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Here,  in  a  heap  of  confus'd  wafte,  I  found 
Neglefted  hatchments  tumbled  on  the  ground  ;. 
The  fpoils  of  Time,  and  triumph  of  that  fate 
Which  equally  on  all  mankind  does  wait ; 
The  hero,  level'd  in  his  humble  grave,  240 

With  other  men,  was  now  aor  great  nor  brave ; 
While  here  his  trophies,,  like  their  mafter,  lay. 
To  darknefs,  worms,  and  rottennefs,,  a  prey. 
Urg'd  by  fuch  thoughts  as  guide  the  truly  great. 
Perhaps  his  fate  he  did  in  battle  meet ;  245 

Fell  in  his  prince's  and  his  country's  caufe ; 
But  what  his  recompence  ?  A  fhort  applaufe. 
Which  he  ne'er  hears,  his  memory  may  grace. 
Till,  foon  forgot,  another  takes  his  place. 

And  happy  that  man's  chance  who  falls  ia  time,,  250 
Ere  yet  his  virtue  be  become  his  crime  ;. 
Ere  his  abus'd  defert  be  call'd  his  pride,. 
Or  fools  and  villains  on  his  ruin  ride. 
Eut  truly  bleil  is  he,  whofe  foul  can  bear 
The  wrongs  of  fate,  nor  think  them  worth  his  care ;  255;. 
Whofe  mind  no  difappointment  here  can  fhake. 
Who  a  true  eftimate  of  life  does  make. 
Knows  'tis  uncertain,  frail,   and  will  have  end. 
So  to  that  profpeft  dill  his  thoughts  does  bend ; 
Who,  though  his  right  a  ftronger  power  invade,     26Q 
Though  fate  opprefs,  and  no  man  give  him  aid, 
Cheer'd  with  th'  aiTurance  that  he  there  (hall  find 
Reft  from  all  toils,  and  no  remorfe  of  mind ; 
Can  Fortune's  frailes  defpife,  her  frowns  out.-brave. 
For  who  's  a  prince  or  beggar  in  die  grave  I  26^ 

But 
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But  if  immortal  any  thing  remain. 
Rejoice,  my  Mufe,  and  ftri\  c  that  end  to  gain. 
Thou  kind  dilTolver  of  encroaching  care. 
And  eafe  of  every  bitter  weight  I  bear. 
Keep  from  my  foul  repining,  while  I  fing  270 

The  praife  and  honour  of  this  glorious  king ; 
And  farther  tell  what  wonders  thou  didll  lind 
Worthy  thy  fong  and  his  celeftial  mind. 

Beyond  the  Dome  a  *  lofty  tower  appears. 
Beauteous  in  ftrength,  the  work  of  long-pall  years,  275 
Old  as  his  noble  ftem,  who  there  bears  fway. 
And,  like  his  loyalty,  without  decay. 
This  goodly  ancient  frame  looks  as  it  flood 
The  mother  pile,  and  all  the  reft  her  brood. 
So  careful  watch  feems  pioufly  to  keep,  280 

\\'hilc  underneath  her  wings  the  mighty  Deep  ; 
And  they  may  reft,  fmce  +  Norfolk  there  commands. 
Safe  in  his  faithful  heart  and  valiant  hands. 

But  now  appears  the  |  beauteous  feat  of  Peace, 
Large  of  extent,  and  fit  for  goodly  eafe  ;  2S5 

Where  noble  order  ftrlkes  the  greedy  fight 
With  wonder,  as  it  fills  it  with  delight ; 
The  maffy  walls  feem,  as  the  womb  of  earth. 
Shrunk  when  fuch  mighty  quarries  thence  had  birth  ; 
Or  by  the  Theban  founder  they  'd  been  rais'd,        290 
And  in  his  powerful  numbers  fliould  be  praii'd  : 

*  The  Caftle.  -f  The  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Conftable 

of  Windfor  Caftle.  j  The  Houfe. 

M  2  Such 
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Such  ftrcngth  without  does  every  where  abound, 

"Within  fuch  glory  and  fuch  fplendor  's  found. 

As  man's  united  ikill  had  there  combin'd 

T'  exprefs  what  one  great  genius  had  defign'd.        295 

Thus,  when  the  happy  world  Auguftus  fway'd. 
Knowledge  was  cherifh'd,  and  improvement  made  ; 
Learning  and  arts  his  empire  did  adorn. 
Nor  did  there  one  neglefted  virtue  mourn.; 
But,  at  his  call,  from  fartheft  nations  came,  300 

While  the  immortal  Mufes  gave  him  fame. 
Though  when  her  far-ftretch'd  empire  flourifh'd  moft, 
Rome  never  yet  a  work  like  this  could  boaft  : 
No  Casfar  e'er  like  Charles  his  pomp  exprefs'd. 
Nor  ever  were  his  nations  half  fo  bleft::  303; 

Though  nov/  (alas!)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies. 
Yet  fliall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rife.. 

Here,  as  all  Nature^s  wealth  to  court  him  preft, 
Seem'd  to  attend  him  Plenty,  Peace,  and  Reft. 
Through  all  the  lofty  roofs  *  defcrib'd  we  find        310 
The  toils  and  triumphs  of  his  god-like  mind  : 
A  theme  that  might  the  nobleft  fancy  warm. 
And  only  fit  for  +  his  who  did  perform. 
The  walls  adorn'd  with  richeft  woven  gold. 
Equal  to  what  in  temples  fhin'd  of  old,  315 

•Grac'd  well  the  luftre  of  his  royal  eafe, 
Whofe  empire  reach'd  throughout  the  wealthy  feas ; 

*  The  Paintings  done  by      -}■  The  Sieur  Verrio,  his  Majefty's 
chief  Painter.  ' 

'  Eafe 
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Eafe  which  he  wifely  chofe,  when  raging  arms 

Kept  neighbouring  nations  waking  with  alarms : 

For  when  wars  troubled  her  foft  fountains  there,     320 

She  fwell'd  her  ftreams,  and  flow'd-in  fafter  here; 

With  her  came  Plenty,   till  our  ifle  fcem'd  blefs'd 

As  Canaan's  Ihore,  where  Ifrael's  fons  founJ  reft. 

Therefore,  when  cruel  fpoilcrs,  who  have  hurl'd 

Walk  and  confufion  through  the  wretched  world,  325 

To  after-times  leave  a  great  hated  name, . 

The  praife  of  Peace  fhall  wait  on  Charles's  fame ; 

His  countr)'s  father,  through  whofe  tender  care. 

Like  a  luU'd  babe  (he  flept,  and  knew  no  fear ; 

Who,  when  (h'  offended,  oft  would  hide  his  eyes,  ^^'i 

Nor  fee,  becaufe  it  griev'd  him  to  chaftize. 

But  if  fubmiffion  brought  her  to  his  feet. 

With  what  true  joy  the  penitent  he  'd  meet  I 

How  would  his  love  ftill  with  his  juflice  ilrive ! 

How  parent-like,  how  fondly  he  'd  forgive  1  23> 

But  now  (alas!)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies. 

Yet  (hall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laureh  from  it  rife. 

Since  after  all  thofe  toils  through  which  he  ftrove 
By  every  art  of.moit  endearing  love. 
For  his  reward  he  had  his  Britain  found,  340 

The  awe  and  envy  of  the  nations  round. 
Mufe,  then  fpeak.  more  what  wonders  thou  didft  f.nd 
Worthy  thy  fong  and  his  celeftial  mind. 
Tell  now  what  emulation  may  infpire,  , 
And  warm  each  Britifn  heart  v.ith  warlike  fire;       34^ 
Call  all  thy  fifters  of  the  facred  hii!. 
And  by  the  painter's  pencil  guide  my  quill; 

M  5  Defcribe 
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Defcrlbe  that  lofty  monumental  *  hall, 

Where  England's  triumphs  grace  the  fhining  wall. 

When  fhe  led  captive  kings  from  conquer'd  Gaul. 

Here  when  the  fons  of  Fame  their  leader  meet. 

And  at  their  feafts  in  pompous  order  fit. 

When  the  glad  fparkling  bowl  infpires  the  board. 

And  high-rais'd  thoughts  great  tales  of  war  afford. 

Here  as  a  leffon  may  their  eyes  behold  $^^ 

What  their  victorious  fathers  did  of  old; 

When  their  proud  neighbours  of  the  Gallic  fhore 

Trembled  to  hear  the  Englilh  lion  roar. 

Here  may  they  fee  how  good  old  +  Edward  fat. 

And  did  his  ij:  glorious  fon's  arrival  wait,  360 

When  from  the  fields  of  vanquifh'd  France  he  came, 

Follovv'd  by  fpoils,  and  ufher'd  in  by  Fame. 

In  golden  chains  he  their  quell'd  monarch  led. 

Oh,  for  fuch  laurels  on  another  head  ! 

Unfoil'd  with  floth,  nor  yet  o'ercloy'd  with  peace,  365 

We  had  not  then  learn'd  the  loofe  arts  of  eafe. 

In  our  own  climes  our  vigorous  youth  were  nurs'd. 

And  with  no  foreign  education  curs'd. 

Their  northern  metal  was  preferv'd  with  care. 

Nor  fent  for  foftening  into  hotter  air.  370 

Nor  did  they  'as  now  from  fruitlefs  travels  come 

With  follies,  vices,  and  difeafes  home  ; 

But  in  full  purity  of  health  and  mind 

Kept  up  the  noble  virtues  of  their  kind. 

*  Where  St.  George's  Feaft  Is  kept.  f  Edward  III. 

X  The  Black  Prince. 

Had 
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Had  not  falfe  fenates  to  thofe  ills  difpos'd  37J 

Which  long  had  England's  happinefs  oppos'd 

With  ftubborn  fadion  and  rebellious  pride, 

All  means  to  fuch  a  noble  end  deny'd. 

To  Britain,  Charles  this  glory  had  reitor'd. 

And  thofe  revolted  nations  own'd  their  lord.  3  So 

But  now  (alas!)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies. 

Yet  fhall  his  praife  for  ever  live,  and  laurels  from  it  rife. 

And  now  furvey  what  's  open  to  our  view. 
Bow  down  all  heads,  and  pay  devotion  due. 
The  *  temple  by  this  hero  built  behold,  38^ 

Adorn 'd  with  carvings,  and  o'erlaid  with  gold  ; 
Whofe  radiant  roof  fuch  glory  does  difplay. 
We  think  we  fee  the  heaven  to  which  we  pra)'; 
So  well  the  artift's  hand  has  there  delin'd 
The  merciful  redemption  of  mankind  ;  3^0 

The  bright  afcenfion  of  the  Son  of  God,  _ 

When  back  through  yielding  ikies  to  heaven  he  rode,  I 
With  lightning  round  his  head,  and  thunder  where  | 
he  trod.  J 

Thus  when  to  Charles,  as  Solomon,  was  given 
Wifdom,  the  greatefl;  gift  of  bounteous  heaven  ;      39^ 
A  houfe  like  his  he  built,  and  temple  rais'd. 
Where  his  Creator  might  be  fitly  prais'd ; 
With  riches  too  and  honours  was  he  crown'd. 
Nor,  whilfl:  he  liv'd,  was  there  one  like  him  found. 
Therefore  what  once  to  Ifrael's  lord  was  faid,  400 

When  Sheba's  queen  his  glorious  court  furvey'd, 

*  The  Chapel  at  the  end  of  the  ha]l. 

M  4  To 
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To  Charles's  feme  for  ever  fhall  remaj'n. 
Who  did  as  wond'rous  things,  who  did  as  greatly  relgn«. 
**  Happy  were  they  who  could  before  him  Hand, 
**  And  faw  the  wifdom  of  his  dread  command  y"  405; 
For  heaven  refolv'd,  that  much  above  the  reft 
Of  other  nations  Britain  Ihould  be  bleft. 
Found  him  when  banilh'd  from  his  facred  right, 
Try'd  his  great  foul,  and  in  it  took  delight. 
Then  to  his  throne  in  triumph  him  did  bring,         410 
Where  never  rul'd  a  wifer,  jufter  king. 
Sut  noiv  (alas !)  in  the  fad  grave  he  lies. 
Yet  fhall  his  praife  for  ever  live,   and  laurels  from  it 
rife. 

Thus  far  the  painter's  hand  did  guide  the  Mufe, 
Now  let  her  lead,  nor  will  he  fure  refufe,  41^ 

Two  kindred  arts  they  are,  fo  near  ally'd. 
They  oft  have  by  each  other  been  fupply'd. 
Therefore^  great  man  !  when  next  thy  thoughts,  incline" 
The  works  of  Fanje,  let  this  be  the  defign  ; 
As  thou  could  beft  great  Charles's  glory  fhdw,.        420. 
Shew  iiQW  he  fell,  and  whence  thefatalblow. 

In  a-  large  fcene,  may  give  beholders  awe. 
The  meeting  of  a  numerous  fenate  draw  ! 
Over  their  heads  a  black  djttemper'd  Iky, 
And  through  the  air  let  grinning  Furies  fly. 
Charg'd  with  commiirions  of  infernal  date. 
To  raife  fell  difcord  and  inteftine  hate; 
Ffom  their  foul  heads  let  them  by  handfuls  tear 
Ti*e  nglieft  fnakes,  and  beft-lov'd  favourites  there,, 

Tbea 
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Then  whirl  them  (fpouting  venom  as  they  fall)       430 
'Mongft  the  affembled  narabers  of  the  hall ; 
There  into  murmuring  boforas  let  them  go. 
Till  their  infeftion  to  confufion  grow ; 
Till  fuch  bold  tumults  and  disorders  rife. 
As  when  the  impious  fona  of  earth  alfail'd  the  threaten'd 
Jkies.  435, 

Bat  then  let  mighty  Charles  at  diftance  ftand. 
His  crown  upon  his  head,  and  fceptre  in  his  hand ; 
To  fend  abroad  his  word,  or  with  a  frowa 
Repel,  and  daih  th'  afpiring  rebels  down  :. 
Unable  to  behold  his  dreaded  ray,  440 

5v€t  them  grow  blind,  difperfe,  and  reel  away. 
Let  the  dark,  fiends  the  troubled  air  forfake. 
And  all  new  peaceful  order  feem  to  take. 

Eut,  oh,,  imagine  Fate  t'  have  waited  long 
Art  hour  like  this,,  and  mingled  in  the  throng,         44^, 
Rous'd  with  thofe  furies  from  her  feat  below, 
T'  have  watch'd  her  only  tijne  to  give  the  blow  : 
When  cruel  cares,,  by  faithlefs  fubjeCts  bred. 
Too  clofely  prcfs'd,  his  facred  peaceful  head  ;. 
With  them  t'  have  pointed  her  deftroying  dart,       4.^0 
And  through  the  brain  found  paiTage  to  the  heart.. 
Deep-wounding  plagues  a\  enging  heaven  beftov/ 
On  thofe  curs'd  hesds  to  whom  this  lofs  we  owe ! 
On  all  who  Charles's  heart  affl.ict;ion  gave. 
And  fent  him  to  the  forrows  of  the  grave  !  45  r 

Now,  painter,  (if  thy  griefs  can  let  thee)  draw 
The  faddeft  fceaes  that  weeping  eyes  e'er  faw  ; 

How 
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How  on  his  royal  bed  that  woeful  day 

The  much-lamented  mighty  monarch  lay  ; 

Great  in  his  fate,  and  ev'n  o'er  that  a  king,  460 

No  terror  could  the  Lord  of  Terrors  bring. 

Through  many  fteady  and  well-manag'd  years 

He  'd  arm'd  his  mind  'gainft  all  thofe  little  fears. 

Which  common  mortals  want  the  power  to  hide, 

"When  their  mean  fouls  and  valued  clay  divide.        465 

He  'd  ftudy'd  well  the  worth  of  life,  and  knew 

Its  troubles  many,  and  its  blefiings  few  : 

Therefore  unmov'd  did  Death's  approaches  fee. 

And  grew  familiar  with  his  deftiny ; 

Like  an  acquaintance  entertain'd  his  fate,  470 

Who,  as  it  knew  him,  feem'd  content  to  wait, 

Not  as  his  gaoler,  but  his  friendly  guide. 

While  he  for  his  great  journey  did  provide. 

Oh  couldft  thou  exprefs  the  yearnings  of  his  mind 
To  his  poor  mourning  people  left  behind  !  47  j; 

But  that  I  fear  will  ev'n  thy  {kill  deceive, 
None  but  a  foul  like  his  fuch  goodnefs  could  conceive. 
For  though  a  ftubborn  race  deferving  ill. 
Yet  would  he  fhew  himfelf  a  father  ftill. 
Therefore  he  chofe  for  that  peculiar  care,  480 

His  crown's,  his  virtue's,  and  his  mercy's  heir. 
Great  James,  who  to  his  throne  does  now  fucceed. 
And  charg'd  him  tenderly  his  flocks  to  feed  ; 
To  guide  them  too,  too  apt  to  run  aflray. 
And  keep  the  foxes  and  the  wolves  away.  48c 

Here,  painter,  if  thou  canft,  thy  art  improve. 
And  fhew  the  wonders  of  fraternal  love; 

How 


cooj 
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How  mourning  James  by  fading  Charles  did  ftand. 
The  dying  grafping  the  furvi\  ing  hand  ; 
How  round  each  other's  necks- their  arms  they  caft,  490 
Moan'd  with  endearing  murmurings,  and  embrac'd ; 
And  of  their  parting  pangs  fiich  marks  did  give, 
'Twas  hard  to  guefs  which  yet  could  longeft  live. 
Both  their  fad  tongues  quite  loft  the  power  to  fpeak. 
And  their  kind  hearts  feem'd  both  prepar'd  to  break.  495 

Here  let  thy  curious  pencil  next  difplay. 
How  round  his  bed  a  beauteous  offspring  lay. 
With  their  great  father's  bleffing  to  be  crown'd, 
Like  young  fierce  lions  ftretch'd  upon  the  ground, 
And  in  majeftic  filent  forrow  drown'd.  500. 

This  done,  fuppofe  the  ghailJy  minute  nigh. 
And  paint  the  griefs  of  rhe  fad  ftanders-by; 
Th'  unweary'd  reverend  father's  pious  care. 
Offering  (as  oft  as  tears  could  ftop)  a  prayer. 
Of  kindred  nobles  draw  a  forrowing  train,  ^o; 

Whofe  looks  may  fpeak  how  much  they  fhar'd  his  pain^ 
How  from  each  groan  of  his,  deriving  fmart. 
Each  fetch'd  another  from  a  tortur'd  heart. 
Mingled  with  thefe,  his  faithful  fervants  place. 
With  different  lines  of  wee  in  ever}'^  face;  510 

W' ith  downcafl  heads,  fwoln  brcaits,  and  fireaming  eyes. 
And  fighs  that  mount  in  vain  the  unrelenting  fkies. 

But  yet  there  ftill  remains  a  talk  behind. 
In  which  thy  readied  art  may  labour  find. 
At  diftance  let  the  mourning  queen  appear,  jij 

( But  where  fad  news  too  foon  may  reach  her  ear ; ) 

Describe 
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Defcribe  her  proftrate  to  the  throne  above, 
Pleading  with  prayer  the  tender  caufe  of  love  :. 
Shew  troops  of  angels  hovering  from  the  ftcy, 
( For  tliey,  whene'er  flie  call'd,  were  always  nigh) ;    520. 
Let  them  attend  her  criss,  and  hear  her  moan. 
With  looks  of  beauteous  fadnefs  lilie  her  own,. 
Becaufe  they  know  her  lord's  great  doom  is  feal'd. 
And  cannot  (though  fl^e  afks  it)  be  repeal'd. 

By  this  time  think  the  work  of  Fate  is  done,       535 
So  any  farther  fad  defcription  fhnn. 
Shew  him  not  pale  and  breachlefs  on  his  bed,. 
^Twould  make  all  gazers  on  thy  art  fall  dead  j. 
And  thou  thyftlf  to  fuch  a  fcene  of  woe" 
Add  a  new  piece,  and  thy  own  ftatue  grow.  ^30 

Wipe  therefore  all  thy  pencils,  and  prepare 
To  draw  a  profpeft  now  of  clearer  airi 
Paint  in  an  eaftern  fiiy  new  dawning  day,, 
A-nd  there  the  embryos  of  tinie  difpJay  ; . 
The  forms  of  many  fmiling  years  to  come,.  ^^^ 

Juft  ripe  for  birth,,  and  labouiing  from  their  womb; 
Each  ftruggling  which  fhallelderlhip  obtain. 
To  be  firft  grac'd  with  mighty  James's  reign.. 
Let  the  dread  monarch  on.  his  throne  appear. 
Place  too  the  charming  partner  of  it  there.  ^40 

O'er  his  their  wings  let  Fume  ai)d  Triumph  fpread. 
And  foft-ey'd  Cupids  hover  o'er  her  head; 
In  his,  paint  fmiling,,  yet  majeftic  grace. 
But  all  the  wealth  of  beauty  in  her  face. 
Then  from  the  different  corners  of  the  earth  545 

Defcribe  applauding  nations  coming  furth. 

Homage 
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Homage  to  pay,  or  humble  peace  to  gain. 

And  own  aufpicious  omens  from  his  reign. 

Set  at  long  diftance  his  contracted  foes 

Shrinking  from  what  they  dare  Jiot  now  oppofe  ;      5  jo 

Draw  (hame  or  mean  defpair  in  all  their  eyes, 

And  terror  left  th'  avenging  hand  fhould  rife. 

But  where  his  fmiles  extend,  draw  beauteous  peace. 

The  poor  man's  chearful  toils,  the  rich  man's  eafe; 

Here,  (hepherds  piping  to  their  feeding  fheep,         ^jj- 

Or  ftretch'd  at  length  in  their  warm  huts  afleep; 

There  jolly  hinds  fpread  through  the  fultrj'  fields. 

Reaping  fuch  harvefts  as  their  tillage  yields ; 

Or  fhelter'd  from  the  fcorchinge  of  the  fun. 

Their  labours  ended,  and  repaft  begun  ;  r 60 

Rang'd  on  green  banks,  which  they  themfelves  did  raife. 

Singing  their  own  content,  and  ruler's  praife. 

]3raw  beauteous  meadows,  gardens,  groves,  and  bowers. 

Where  Contemplation  beft  may  pais  her  hours : 

Fill'd  with  chafte  lovers  plighting  conftant  1  earts,    c6j 

Rejoicing  Mufes,  and  encourag'd  Arts, 

Draw  every  thing  like  this  tiiat  tliought  can  frame, 

Beft  fuiting  with  thy  theme,  great  James's  fame. 

Known  for  the  man  who  from  his  youthful  years. 

By  mighty  deeds  has  earn'd  the  crown  he  wears;     r-jo 

Whofe  conquering  arm  far-envy'd  wonders  wrought. 

When  an  ungrateful  people's  caufe  he  fought ; 

When  for  their  rights  he  his  brave  fword  employ'd. 

Who  in  return  would  have  his  rights  deftroy'd ; 

Bat  heaven  fuch  injur'd  merit  did  regard  e-jr 

{As  heaven  in  time  true  virtue  will  reward]^ 

So 
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So  to  a  throne  by  Providence  he  rofe. 

And  all  who  e'er  were  his,  were  Providence's  foes.. 


THE    ENCHANTMENT, 

I. 

I  DID  but  look  and  love  a-while,. 
'Twas  but  for  one  half-hour; 
Then  to  refiil  I  had  no  will. 
And  now  I  have  no  power. 

II. 
To  figh,  and  wifli,  is  all  my  eafe ;, 

Sighs,  which  do  heat  impart. 
Enough  to  melt  the  coldeft  ice. 

Yet  cannot  warm  your  heart. 

III. 
0!  would  your  pity  give  my  heart 

One  comer  of  your  breaft, 
*Twould  learn  of  yours  the  winning  art. 

And  quickly  fteal  the  reft. 


THE 


[   »:;   ] 

THE 

POET'S  COMPLAINT  OF  HIS  MUSEt 

O    R, 

A    SATIRE    AGAINST   LIBELS. 
**  Si  quid  habent  veri  valum  prxfagia,  vivam." 

To  the  Right  Honourable  Thomas  Earl  of  Ossory^ 
Baron  of  Moor  Park,  Knight  of  the  moft  Noble 
Order  of  the  Garter,  &c. 

MY    LORD, 

THOUGH  ne^'er  any  man   had  more  need  of 
excufe  for  a  prefumption  of  this  nature  than  I 

have  now  ;  yet,  when  I  ha\  e  laid  out  ever)-  way  to  find 
one,  your  lordfhip's  goodnefs  muft  be  my  beft  refuge  : 
and  therefore  I  humbly  caft  this  at  your  feet  for  pro- 
ledion,  and  myfelf  for  pardon. 

My  Lord,  I  have  great  need  of  proteftion  ;  for  to 
the  beft  of  my  heart  I  have  here  publifhed  in  fome 
meafure  the  truth,  and  I  would  have  it  thought  honeftly 
too  (a  practice  never  more  out  of  countenance  than 
now) :  yet  truth  and  honour  are  things  which  your  lord- 
ftiip  muft  needs  be  kind  to,  becaufe  they  are  rehtions 
to  your  nature,  and  never  left  you. 

'Twould 
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*Twould  be  a  fecond  prefumption  in  me  to  pretend 
in  this  a  panegyric  on  your  lordfliip;  for  it  would  re- 
quire more  art  to  do  your  virtue  juftice,  than  to  flatter 
any  other  man. 

If  I  have  ventured  at  a  hint  of  the  prefent  fufFerings 
of  that  great  prince  mentioned  in  the  latter  end  of  this 
paper,  with  favour  from  your  lordfliip  I  hope  to  add  a 
fecond  part,  and  do  all  thofe  great  and  good  men 
juftice,  that  have  in  his  calamities  ftuck  faft  to  fo 
gallant  a  friend  and  fo  good  a  mafter.  To  write  and 
finifh  which  great  fubjeft  faithfully,  and  to  be  honoured 
with  your  lordfhip's  patronage  in  what  I  may  do,  and 
your  approbation,  or  at  leaft  pardon,  in  what  I  have 
done,  will  be  the  greateft  pride  of. 
My  Lord, 
Your  moft  humble  admirer  and  fervant, 

Thomas  Otway, 


O  D  E. 

'^  I  "*  O  a  high  hill  where  never  yet  flood  tree, 
-■-    Where  only  heath,  coarfefern,  and  furzes  grow. 

Where  (nipt  by  piercing  air; 
The  flocks  in  tatter'd  fleeces  hardly  gaze. 

Led  by  uncouth  thoughts  and  care, 
W^hich  did  too  much  his  penfive  mind  amaze, 
A  wandering  bard,  whofe  Mufe  was  crazy  prown, 
Cloy'd  with  the  naufeous  follies  of  the  buzzing  town. 
Came,  look'd about  him, figh'd, and  laid  him  down ; 

'Twas 
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'Twas  far  from  any  path,  but  where  the  eanh 
Was  bare,  and  naked  all  as  at  her  birth, 

When  by  the  word  it  firft  was  made. 
Ere  God  had  fa  id. 
Let  grafs  and  herbs  and  every  green  thing  grow. 
With  fruitful  trees  after  their  kind,  and  it  was  fo. 
■  The  whiftling  winds  blew  fiercely  round  his  head, 
•Cold  was  his  iodging,  hxrd  his  bed  ; 
Aloft  his  eyes  on  the  wide  heavens  he  call, 
Where  we  are  told  Peace  only  's  found  at  laft  : 
And  as  he  did  its  hopelefs  didance  fee, 
Sigh'd  deep,  and  cry'd.  How  far  is  Peace  from  mc ! 

11. 

Nor  ended  there  his  moan  ;    " 
■  The  dirtancc  of  his  future  joy 

Had  been  enough  to  give  him  pain  alone; 
But  who  can  undergo 

Defpair  of  eafe  to  come,  with  weight  of  prefcnt  woV  ? 
Down  his  affli<fkd  face  '"I 

The  trickling  tears  had  ftream'd  fo  fall  a  pace,  I 

As  left  a  path  worn  by  their  briny  race.  J 

'•  Swoln  was  his  breall  with  ftghs,  his. well- 

proportion 'd  limbs  as  ufelefs  fell, 

Whtlft  the  poor  trunk  (unable  to  fuftain 

Itfclf)  lay  rackt,  and  (baking  with  its  pain> 

I  heard  his  groans  as  I  was  walking  by^ 

And  (urg'd  by  pity)  went  afide,  to  fee 

What  the  fad  caufe.  could  be 

Had  prefs'd  his  fiate  fo  low, and  r^ii^'d  hi?  plaints  (o  Hg^'<- 
Vol,  XV,  N  On 
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On  me  he  fixt  his  eyes.  I  crav'cl. 
Why  fo  forlorn  ?  he  vainly  rav'd. 
Peace  to  his  mind  I  did  commend  :  -\ 

But>  oh  !  my  words  were  hardly  at  an  end,  l 

When  I  perceiv'd  it  was  my  friend,  J 
My  much-Iov'd  friend ;  fo  down  I  fat> 
And  begg'd  that  I  might  fhare  his  fate  z. 

I  lajd  my  cheek  to  his,  when  with  a  gale 
Of  fighs  he  eas'd  his  breaft,  and  thus  began  his  tale  :■ 

III. 
I  am  a  wretch  of  honeft  race-i 
My  parents  not  obfcure,  nor  high  in  titles  were,. 
They  left  me  heir  to  no  diigrace. 
My  father  was  {a  thing  now  rare) 
Loyal  and  brave,  my  mother  chafte  and  fair  : 
The  pledge  of  marriage-vows  was  only  I ; 
Alone  I  liv'd  their  much-lov'd  fondled  boy  : 
They  gave  me  generous  education,  high 
They  llrove  to  raife  my  mind,  and  with  it  grew  theirjoyo. 
The  fages  that  inftruded  me  in  arts. 

And  knowledge,  oft  would  praife  my  parts,   ■  - 
And  chear  my  parents  longing  hearts. 

When  I  was  caird  to  a  difpute. 
My  fellow-pupils  oft  flood  mute; 
Yet  never  Envy  did  disjoin 
Their  hearts  from  me,  nor  Pride  diftemper  mine. 
Thus  my  iirft  years  in  happinefs  I  paft. 

Nor  any  bitter  cup  did  tafte ; 
But,  oh !  a  deadly  portion  came  at  lafl, 

•       As 


} 
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As  I  lay  loofely  on  my  bed,  -^ 

A  thoufand  pleafant  thoughts  triumphing  in  my  head,  '» 
And  as  my  fenfe  on  the  rich  banquet  fed,  J 

A  voice  (it  feem'd  no  more,  fo  bufy  I 
Was  with  myfelf,  I  faw  not  who  was  nigh) 
Pierc'd  throughmy  ears ;  Arife,  thy  good  Senander'sdead* 
It  (hook  my  brain,  and  from  their  feaft  my  frighted, 
fenfes  fled. 

IV. 

From  thence  fad  difcontent,  uneafy  fears. 
And  anxious  doubts  of  what  I  had  to  do. 

Grew  with  fucceeding  years. 
The  world  w  as  wide,  but  whither  fliould  I  go  t 
I,  whole  blooming  hopes  all  wither'd  were. 
Who  'd  little  fortune,  and  a  deal  of  care  ? 
To  Britain's  great  metropolis  I  ftray'd. 

Where  Fortune's  general  game  is  play 'd ; 
W'here  honefty  and  wit  are  often  prais'd. 
But  fools  and  knaves  are  fortunate  and  rais'd ; 
My  funsard  fpirit  prompted  me  to  find 

A  converfe  equal  to  my  mind  : 
But  by  raw  judgment  eafily  mifled, 

(As  giddy  callow  boys 

Are  very  fond  of  toys) 
I  mifs'd  the  brave  and  wife,  and  in  their  ftead 
On  every  fort  of  vanity  I  fed. 
Gay  coxcombs,  cowards,  knaves,  and  prating  fools^ 
Bullies  of  o'er-grown  bulks  and  little  fouls, 
Gamefters,  half-wits,  and  fpendthrifts  (fuch  as  think 
Mifchievous  midnight  frolics,  bred  by  drink 

N  3.  Are 
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Are  gallantry  and  wit, 
Becaufe  to  their  lewd  underftandings  iit) 
Were  thofe  wherewith  two  years  at  leaft  I  fpent. 
To  all  their  fulforae  follies  moft  incorrigibly  bent  j 
Till  at  the  laft,  myfelf  more  to  abufe, 
^rew  in  love  with  a  deceitful  Mufe, 

V. 

l^Fo  fair  deceiver  ever  us'd  fuch  charms, 

T'  enfnare  a  tender  youth,  and  win  his  heart : 

Or,  when  fhe  had  him  in  her  arms, 
Secur'd  his  love  with  greater  art. 
I  fancy*d,  or  I  dream'd  {as  poets  always  do) 

No  beauty  with  my  Mufe's  might  compare. 
Lofty  (he  fecm'd,  and  on  her  front  fat  a  majeftic  air. 
Awful,  yet  kind  ;  fevere,  yet  fair. 
Upon  her  head  a  crown  fhe  bore 
Of  laurel,  which  fhe  told  mc  fhould  be  mine : 

And  round  her  ivory  neck  fhe  wore 
A  rope  of  largeft  pearl.     Each  part  of  her  did  fhine 
With  jewels  and  with  gold, 
Numberlefs  to  be  told  ; 
Which  in  imagination  as  I  did  behold, 

Andlov'd,andwonder'd  more  and  more. 
Said  (he,  Thefc  riches  all,  my  darling,  (hall  be  thine.. 

Riches  which  ne\  er  poet  had  before. 
She  promis'd  me  to  raife  my  fortune  and  ray  name. 
By  royal  favour,  and  by  endlefs  fame  ; 
But  never  told 
How  hard  they  were  to  get,  hov*'  difTicult  to  hold. 

Thu3 
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Thus  by  the  arts  of  this  moll  fly 

Deludcr  was  I  caught. 
To  her  bewitching  bondage  brought. 

Eternal  conilancy  we  fworc, 
A  thoufand  times  our  vows  were  doubled  o'er  r 
And  as  we  did  in  ourentranccments  lie, 
I  thought  no  pleafure  e'er  was  wrought  I'o  high. 
No  pair  fo  happy  as  my  Mufc  and  I. 

VI. 
Ne'er  was  young  kwer  half  fo  fpad 
When  firll  his  pufillage  he  loft. 
Or  could  of  half  ray  pkafurc  boaft. 
We  never  met  but  we  enjoy'd. 
Still  tranfported,  never  cloy'd. 
Chambers,  clofets,  fields,  and  groves, 
Eore  witncfs  of  our  daily  loves  ; 
And  on  the  bark  of  every  tree 

You  might  the  marks  of  our  endearments  fee. 

Diftichs,  pofies,  and  the  pointed  bits 

Of  fatire  (written  when  a  poet  meets 

His  Mufe's  caterwauling  fits) 

You  might  on  ever;!'  rhind  beheld,  and  fwear 

I  and  ray  Clio  had  been  at  it  there. 

Nay,  by  my  Mufetoo  I  was  bleft 
With  offsprings  of  the  choice^  kinds^ 
Such  as  have  pleas'd  the  nobleft  minds> 

And  been  appro v'd  by  judgments  of  the  beft. 

Bat  in  this  molt  tranfporting  height;^ 
Whence  I  look'd  do\vn,,and  laught  atfatc^, 
N  $  M 
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All  of  a  fudden  I  was  alter'd  grown ; 

I  round  me  look'd,  and  found  myfelf  alone  j 


My  faithlefs  Mufe,  my  faithlefs  Mufe,  was  gone  :  J 

I  try'd  if  I  a  verfe  could  frame  : 
Oft  I  in  vain  invok'd  my  Clio's  name. 

The  more  I  ftrove,  the  more  I  fail'd,  -^ 
Ichaf'djI  bitmypen,  curftmydull  IkuII,  and  rail'd, 
Refolv'd  to  force  m'  untoward  thought,  and  at  the  laft 
prevail'd. 

A  line  came  forth,  but  fuch  a  one. 
No  traveling  matron  in  her  child-birth  pains. 
Full  of  the  joyful  hopes  to  bear  a  fon. 
Was  more  aftonifh'd  at  th'  unlook'd-for  fhape 
Of  fome  deform'd  baboon,  or  ape. 
Than  I  was  at  the  hideous  iflue  of  my  brains. 

I  tore  my  paper,  ftabb'd  my  pen. 
And  fwore  I  'd  never  write  again, 
Refolv'd  to  be  a  doating  fool  no  more. 
But  when  my  reckoning  I  began  to  make, 
I  found  too  long  I  'd  flept,  and  was  too  late  awake 
1  found  m'  ungrateful  Mufe,  for  whofe  falfe  fakb 
I  did  myfelf  undo. 
Had  robb'd  me  of  my  deareft  ftore. 
My  precious  time,  my  friends,  and  reputation  too  ; 
And  left  me  helplefs,  friendlefs,  very  proud,  and  poor, 

VII. 
3R.eafon,  which  in  bafe  bonds  my  folly  had  enthrall'd, 
I  ftraight  to  council  call'd  ; 
Like  fome  old  faithful  friend,  whom  long  ago 
I  had  caPnier'd,  to  pleafe  my  flattering  fair. 

To 
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'  To  me  with  readinels  he  did  repair, 
Exprcfs'd  much  tender  chearfuhiefs,  to  find 
Experience  had  reftor'd  him  to  ray  mind ; 
And  loyally  did  to  me  Ihow, 
How  much  himfeif  he  did  abufe. 
Who  credited  a  flattering,  falfe,  deftru(ftive,  treacherous 
Mufe. 
I  alk'd  the  caufes  why.     He  faid, 
'Twas  never  known  a  Mufe  e'er  Ilaid 
When  Fortune  fled  ;  for  Fortune  is  a  bawd 
To  all  the  Nine  that  on  PamalTus  dwell. 
Where  thofe  fo  farn'd  delightful  fountains  fwell 
Of  poetr)',  which  there  does  ever  flow ; 

And  where  wit's  lufty,  fliining  god 
Keeps  his  choice  feraglio. 
So  whilft  our  fortune  fmilcs,  our  thoughts  afpire, 
ricafure  and  fame  's  our  bufmefs,  and  defire. 

Then,  too,  if  v.e  find  -» 

A  promptnefs  in  the  mind,  L 

The  Mufe  is  al.vays  ready,  ahvays  kind.  J 

But  if  th'  old  harlot.  Fortune,  once  denies  ^ 

Her  favour,  all  our  pleafure  and  rich  fancy  dies,        j 

ArA  then  th'  }'Oung,  flippery  jilt,  the  Mufe,  too  fiom  ( 

us  files.  J 

VIII. 
To  the  whole  tale  I  gave  attention  due ; 
And  as  right  fearch  into  rayfeif  I  made, 
I  found  all  he  had  faid 
Was  very  honeft,  very  true, 

N  4  O  how 
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O  how  I  hugg'd  my  welcome  friend  ? 
And  much  my  Mufe  I  could  not  difcomraend ! 

For  I  ne'er  liv'd  in  Fortune's  grace>  "V 

She  always  turn'd  her  back,  and  fled  from  me  apace,  > 

And  never  once  vouchfaf'd  to  let  me  fee  her  face,     J 

Then,  to  confirm  me  more. 

He  drew  the  veil  of  dotage  from  my  eyes :         -i 

See  here,  my  fon,  (faid  he)  the  valued  prize  ;      '- 

Thy  fulfome  Mufe  behold,  be  happy,  and  be  wife.   J 

I  look'd,  and  faw  the  rampant,  tawdry  quean. 

With  a  more  horrid  train 
Than  ever  yet  to  fatire  lent  a  tale. 

Or  haunted  Chloiis  in  the  mall* 
The  firft  was  he  who  flunk  of  that  rank  verfe 
In  which  he  wrote  his  Sodom  Farce ; 
A  wretch  whom  old  difeafes  did  fo  bite,.  'k 

Thar  he  writ  bawdry  fure  in  fpite,       •■ 
To  ruin  and  difgrace  it  quite.  J 

Philofophers  of  old  did  fo  exprefs 
Their  art,,  and  fhew'd  it  in  their  naftinefs. 

Next  him  appear'd  that  blundering  fot. 
Who  a  late  Seffion  of  the  Poets  wrote. 
Nature  has  maik'd  him  for  a  heavy  fool ; 

By  's  fiat  broad  face  you'll  know  the  owL 
The  other  birds  have  hooted  him  from  light ; 
Much  buffeting  has  made  him  love  the  night,. 

And  only  in  the  dark  he  ftrays- ;  -^v 

Still  wretcb  enough  to  live,  with  worfe  fools  fpends  [ 

his  davs,  f 

And  for  old  fhoes  and  feraps  repeats  dull  plays,  i 

Theu 
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Then  next  there  follow'd,  to  make  up  the  throng. 
Lord  Lampoon  and  Monficur  Song, 
Who  fought  her  love,  and  promis'd  for 't. 
To  make  her  famous  at  the  court. 
The  city  Poet  too  was  there. 
In  a  black  fatin  cap  and  his  own  hair. 

And  begg'd  that  he  might  have  thehoaour 
To  beget  a  pageant  on  her 
For  the  city's  next  lord-mayor. 
Her  favours  (he  to  none  deny'd  : 
They  took  her  all  by  turns  allde. 
Till  at  the  laft  up  in  the  rear  there  came  -j 

The  Poets'  fcandal,  and  tJie  Mufes'  fhame,  I 

A  bead  of  monftrous  guife^and  Libel  was  his  name.  J 
But  let  me  paufe,  for  'twill  alk  time  to  tell 
How  he  was  born,  how  bred  and  where,  and  where  he 
now  does  dwclL 

He  paus'd,  and  thus  renew'd  his  tale* 
Down  in  an  obfcure  vale, 
*Midft  fogs  and  fens,  whence  miils  and  vapours  rife,. 
Where  never  fun  was  feen  by  eyes. 
Under  a  defert  wood. 
Which  no  man  own,  but  all  wild:  beafts  were  brad, 
Ajnd  kept  their  horrid  dens,  by  prey  far  forag'd  fed. 
An  ill-pil'd  cottage  flood. 
Built  of  men's  bones  flaughter'd  in  civil  war. 
By  magic  art  brought  thither  from  afar. 
There  liv'd  a  widovv'd  witch^ 

Than 


} 


586  OTWAY'S    POEMS, 

That  us'd  to  mumble  curfes  eve  and  morn. 

Like  one  whom  wants  and  care  had  worn  ; 
Meagre  her  looks,  and  funk  her  eyes. 
Yet  mifchiefs  ftudy'd,  difcords  did  devife. 
Sh'  appeared  humble,  but  it  was  her  pride  : 
Slow  in  her  fpeech,  in  femblance  fandtify'd. 
Still  when  Hie  fpoke  fhe  meant  anotlier  way ; 

And  when  fhe  curs'd,  fhe  feem'd  to  pray. 
Her  hellilh  charms  had  all  a  holy  drefs. 

And  bore  the  name  of  godlinefs. 
All  her  familiars  feem'd  the  fons  of  Peace. 

Honeft  habits  they  all  wore. 
In  outward  fhow  moft  lamb-like  and  divine  : 
But  inward  of  all  vices  they  had  ftore. 
Greedy  as  wolves,  and  fenfual  too  as  fwine. 
Like  her,  the  facred  fcriptures  they  had  all  by  heart, 
Moft  eafily  could  quote,  and  turn  to  any  part, 
Sackward  repeat  it  all,  as  witches  their  prayers  do. 
And,  for  their  turn,  interpret  backward  too. 
Idolatry  with  her  was  held  impure, 
Eecaufe,  befides  herfelf,  no  idol  fhe  'd  endure. 

Though  not  to  paint,  fhe  'd  arts  to  change  the  face. 

And  alter  it  in  heavenly  fafhion. 
Lewd  whining  fhe  defin'd  a  mark  of  grace. 
And  making  ugly  faces  was  mortification. 

Her  late  dead  pander  was  of  well-known  fame. 
Old  Prefbyter  Rebellion  was  his  nam; : 
She  a  fworn  foe  to  king,  his  peace,  and  laws. 
So  will  be  ever,  and  was  call'd  (blefs  us!)  the  good  old 
caufe. 

X.  A 
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X. 

A  time  there  was  (a  fad  one  too) 
When  all  things  wore  the  face  of  woe. 
When  many  horrors  rag'd  in  this  our  land, 
And  a  deltroying  angel  was  fent  down. 
To  fcourge  the  pride  of  this  rebellious  town. 
He  came,  and  o'er  all  Britain  ftretch'd  his  conquering 
hand  : 
Till  in  th'  untrodden  ftreets  unwholfome  grafj 

Grew  of  great  ftalk,  its  colour  grofs. 
And  melancholic  poifonous  green  ; 
Like  thofc  coarfe  fickly  weeds  on  an  old  dunghill  CetTif 
Where  fome  murrain-murlher'd  hog, 
Poifon'd  cat,  or  ftrangted  dog. 
In  rottennefs  had  long  unbury'd  laid. 

And  the  cold  foil  produ<^tive  made. 
Birds  of  ill  omen  hovcr'd  in  the  air. 
And  by  their  cries  bade  us  for  graves  prepare ; 
And,  as  our  deftiny  they  feem'd  t'  unfold, 
Dropt  dead  of  the  fame  fate  they  had  foretold. 
That  dire  commiffion  ended,  down  there  came 
Another  angel  with  a  fword  of  flame  : 
Defolation  foon  he  made. 
And  our  new  Sodom  low  in  afhes  laid. 
Diftraciions  and  diftrufts  then  did  amongft  us  rife. 
When,  in  her  pious  old  difguife. 
This  witch  with  all  her  mifchief-making  train 
Began  to  fhew  herfelf  again. 
The  fons  of  Old  Rebellion  ftraight  ihe  fummon'd  all ; 
Straight  they  were  yeady  at  her  call : 

Once 
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Once  more  th'  old  bait  before  their  eyes  (he  cafi;. 
That  and  her  love  they  long'd  to  tafte ; 
«  And  to  her  lirft  (he  drew  them  all  at  laft. 
So  Reuben  (we  may  read  of  heretofore) 
Was  led  aftray,and  had  pollution  with  his  father's  whore^ 
XI. 
The  better  to  conceal  her  lewd  intent  '. 

In  fafety  from  obferving  eyes, 
Th'  old  flrumpet  did  herfelf  difguife 
Jn  comely  weeds,  and  to  the  city  went, 
Affcfted  truth,  much  modefty  and  grace. 
And  (like  a  worn-out-fuburb-trull)  pall:  there  for  a  new 
face. 

Thither  all  her  lovers  flock'd. 
And  there  for  her  fupport  flie  fonnd 
A  wight,  of  whom  Fame's  trumpet  much  does  found;> 
"With  all  ingredients  for  his  bufinefs  ftock'd,. ' 
Not  unlike  him  whofe  ftory  has  a  place 

In  th'  annals  of  Sir  Hudibras. 
Of  all  her  bufinefs  he  took  care,. 
And  every  knave  or  fool  that  to  her  did  repair,. 
Had  by  him  admittance  theie» 
By  his  contrivance  to  her  did  refort 
All  who  had  been  difgufted  at  the  court. 

Thofe  whofe  ambition  had  been  croftj^ 
Or  by  ill-manners  had  preferments  loft, 
"Were  thofe  on  whom  (he  praiflis'd  moli  her  chacftis. 
Lay  neareft  to  her  heait,  and  ofteneft  in  her  arms. 
Intereft  in  every  faftion,  every  fed,  (he  fought ; 
And  to  hex  lure,  fia.ttering  thtir  hopes,  flie  brought 

AU 
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A&  thofe  who  ufe  religion  for  a  fafhion. 

All  fuch  as  pradtife  forms,  and  take  great  pains 

To  make  their  godlinefs  their  gains. 
And  thrive  by  the  diltradions  of  a  nation. 
She  by  her  art  infnar'd,  and  fetter 'd  in  her  chains. 
Through  her  the  Atheift  hop'd  to  purchafe  toleration. 
The  rebel  power,  the  beggar'd  fpend-thrift  lands. 
Out  of  the  king's  or  bifhops'  hands. 
Nay,  to  -her  fide  at  laft  fhe  drew  in  all  tlic  rude. 
Ungovernable,  headlong  multitude : 
Prorais'd  ftrange  liberties,  and  fure  redrefs 
Of  never-felt,  unheard-of  grievances: 
Pamper'd  their  follies,  and  indulg'd  their  hopes, 
With  May-day  routs,  November  fquibs,  and  burning 
pafteboard  popes. 

XII. 
With  her  in  common  luft  did  mingle  all  the  crew. 
Till  at  the  laft  fhe  pregnant  grew. 
And  from  her  womb,  in  little  time,  brought  forth 
This  monftrous,  moft  deiefted  birth. 
Of  children  born  with  teeth  we  've  heard. 
And  fome  like  comets  with  a  beard  ; 
Which  feem'd  to  be  fore -runners  of  dire  change  : 

But  uever  hitherto  was  feen. 
Born  from  a  Wapping  drab,  or  Shoreditch  quean; 
A  form  like  this,  fo  hideous  and  fo  ftrange. 
To  help  whofe  mother  in  her  pains,  there  came 
Many  a  well-knov.n  dame. 
The  bawd  Hypocrify  was  there, 
And  madam  Impudence  the  fair ; 
'-  Daac 
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Dame  Scandal  with  her  fquinting  eyes,. 
That  loves  to  fet  good  neighbours  at  debate. 
And  raife  commotions  in  a  jealous  ftate. 
Was  there,  and  Malice,  queen  of  far-fpread  lies. 
With  all  their  train  of  frauds  and  forgeries, 
JBut  midwife  Mutiny,  that  bufy  drab. 

That  's  always  talking,  always  loud. 
Was  (lie  that  iirft  took  up  the  babe. 
And  of  the  office  moft  was  proud. 
Behold  its  head  of  horrid  form  appears : 
To  fpite  the  pillory,  it  had  no  ears.. 
Wlien  ftraight  the  bawd  cry'd  out,  'twas  furely  kin 
To  the  bleft  family  of  Pryn. 
■  But  Scandal  ofFer'd  to  depofe  her  word. 
Or  oath,  the  father  was  a  lord. 
The  nofe  was  ugly,  long,  and  big. 
Broad,  and  fnouty  like  a  pig  ; 
Which  fhew'd  he  would  in  dunghills  love  to  dig ; 
Lov'd  to  call  ftinking  fatires  up  in  iil-pil'd  rhymes,. 
And  live  by  the  corruptions  of  unhappy  times, 

xin. 

They  promis'd  all  by  tutiis  to  take  him. 

And  a  hopeful  youth  to  make  him. 
To  nurfe  he  ftraight  was  fent 
To  a  fifter-witch,  though  of  another  fort. 
One  who  profeit  no  good,  nor  any  meant : 
All  day  fhe  pi  adis'd  charms,  by  night  Ihe  Jiardly  flept> 
Yet  In  the  outcafts  of  a  northern  factious  town, 
A  little  fmoaky  manfion  of  her  own. 
Where  her  familiars  to  her  did  refort,     . 

A  cell 
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A  cell  ftie  kept. 
Hell  fhc  ador'd,  and  Satan  was  her  god  ; 

And  many  an  ugly  loathfome  toad 
Crawl'd  round  her  walls,  and  croak'd. 
Under  her  roof  all  difraal,  black,  and  fmoak'd, 
Harbour'd  beetles,  and  unwholefome  bats. 
Sprawling  nefts  of  little  cats ; 
All  which  were  imps  fhe  eherifh'd  with  her  blood,. 
To  make  her  fpells  fucceed  and  good. 
Still  at  her  fhrivel'd  brealls  they  hung,  whene'er  man- 
kind (he  curft. 
And  with  thefe  fofter-brethren  was  our  monftcr  nurfl^ 
In  little  time  the  hell-bred  brat 

Grew  plump  and  fat. 
Without  his  leading-ftrings  could  walk,. 
And  (as  the  forcerefs  taught  him)  talk^ 
At  feven  years  old  he  went  to  fchool. 
Where  firft  he  grew  a  foe  to  rule. 
Never  would  he  learn  as  taught. 
But  ftill  new  ways  affected,  and  new  methods  fought* 
Not  that  he  wanted  parts 
T'  improve  in  letters,  and  proceed  in  arts ;    > 
But,,  as  negligent  as  fly. 
Of  all  perverfenefs  brutilhly  was  full, 
(By  nature  idle)  lov'd  to  ftiift  and  lie,. 

And  was  obftinately  dull. 
Till,  fpite  of  Nature,,  through  great  pains,  the  foe 
(And  th'  influence  of ,th'  ill  genius  of  our  land) 
At  laft  in  part  began  to  underftand. 
Some  infight  in  the  Latin  tongue  he  got ; 

Could 
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Could  fmatter  pretty  well,  and  write  too  a  plain  hand. 
For  which  his  guardians  all  thought  fit. 
In  complirRent  to  his  nioft  hopeful  wit. 

He  (hould  be  fent  to  learn  the  laws. 
And  out  of  the  good  old  to  raife  a  damn'd  new  caufe, 
XIV. 
In  which  the  better  to  improve  his  mind. 
As  by  Nature  he  was  bent 
To  fea^ch  in  hidden  paths,  and  things  long  bury'd  find, 
A  wretch's  converfe  much  he  did  frequent : 
One  who  this  world,  as  that  did  him,  difown'd, 
-  And  in  an  unfrequented  corner,  where 
Nothing  was  pleafant,  hardly  healthful  found. 

He  led  his  hated  life. 
Needy,  and  ev'n  of  necefiaries  bare. 
No  fervant  had  he,  children,  friend,  or  wife  : 
But  of  a  little  remnant,  got  by  fraud, 
(For  all  ill  turns  he  lov'd,  all  good  d^efted,  and  be- 
liev'd  no  God) 
Thrice  in  a  week  he  chang'd  a  hoarded  groat. 

With  which  of  beggars  fcraps  he  bo 
Then  from  a  neighbouring  fountain  water  got 
Not  to  be  clean,  but  flake  his  thirft. 
He  never  bleft  himfelf,  and  all  things  elfe  he  curft. 
The  cell  in  which  he  (though  but  feldom)  flept. 
Lay  like  a  den,  uncleans'd,  unfwept : 
•  And  there  thofe  jewels  which  he  lov'd  he  kept ; 
Old  worn-out  flatutes,  and  records 
Of  common  privileges,  and  the  rights  of  lords. 
But  bound  up  by  themfelves  with  care  were  laid 

All 
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All  the  af^s,  refolves,  and  orders,  made 
By  the  old  long  Rump-parliament, 

Through  all  the  changes  of  its  government : 

From  which  with  readinefs  he  could  debate  -^ 

Concerning  matters  of  the  ftate,  ' 

All  down  from  goodly  forty-one  to  horrid  forty-eight.  J 
XV. 
His  friendfhip  much  our  monfter  fought 

By  inftinft,  and  by  inclination  too : 
So  without  much  ado 
They  were  together  brought. 
To  him  obedience  Libel  fwore,  and  by  him  was  he 
taught. 

He  learnt  of  him  all  goodncfs  to  detell ; 

To  be  afham'd  of  no  difgrace ; 

In  all  things  but  obedience  to  be  beaft  ; 
To  hide  a  cow  ard's  heart,  and  fhcw  a  hardy  face. 

He  taught  him  to  call  government  a  clog. 

But  to  bear  beatings  like  a  dog : 

T'  have  no  religion,  honefty,  or  fcnfe. 

But  to  profefi  them  all  for  a  pretence. 

Fraught  with  thefe  morals,  he  begaf 
To  compleat  him  more  for  man  : 
Diftinguilh'd  to  him  in  an  hour 

'Twixt  leginative  and  judicial  power  ; 

How  to  frame  a  commonwealth. 
And  democracy,  by  ilealth  ; 
To  palliate  it  at  firft,  and  cry,  1 

'Twas  but  a  well-mixt  monarchy,         I 
And  treafon  Jalus  popuU  \  J 

Vol,  XV.  O  Into 


194  GTWAY'S    POEMS, 

Into  rebellion  to  divide  the  nation, 
By  fair  committees  of  affociation  ; 

How  by  a  lawful  means  to  bring 
In  arms  againit  himfelf  the  king. 
With  a  diftinguifhing  old  trick, 
*Twixt-  perfons  natural  and  politic  , 

How  to  make  faithful  fervants  traitors, 

Thorough-pac'd  rebels  legiflators. 
And  at  laft  troopers  adjutators. 
Thus  well  inform'd,  and  furnifh'd  with  enough 
Of  fuch-like  wordy,  canting  fluff. 
Our  blade  fet  forth,  and  quickly  grew 
A  leader  in  a  fadious  crew. 
V/here-e'er  he  came,  'twas  he  firft  filence  broke,. 
And  fwell'd  with  every  word  he  fpoke. 

By  which  becoming  faucy  grace^ 
He  gain'd  authority  and  place  : 
By  many  for  preferments  was  thought  fit. 
For  talking  treafon  without  fear  or  wit ;. 

For  opening  failings  in  the  ftate;        ^ 
For  loving  noify  and  unfound  debate,  > 

And  wearing  of  a  myftical  green  ribband  in  his  hat.  J 
XVI. 
Thus,  like  Alcides  in  his  lion's  fkin. 

He  very  dreadful  grew. 
Bat,  like  that  Hercules  when  L&ve  crept  in> 

And  th'  hero  to  his  diftafFdrew, 
His  foes  that  found  him  faw  he  was  but  man  : 
So  when  my  faithlefs  Clio  by  her  fnare 
Had  brought  him  to  her  arms,  and  I  furpriz'dhim  there,. 
At  once  to  hate  and  fcorn  him  I  began  j 

To 
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To  fee  how  {"oolilhlv  fhe  'd  dreft. 
And  for  divcrfion  trick'd  the  bealh 
He  was  poetry  all  o'er. 
On  ever)'  fide,  behind,  before  : 
About  him  nothing  could  I  fee 
But  party-cclour'd  poetr}'. 
Painter's  advices,  litanies. 

Ballads,  and  all  the  fpuriousi  excefs 

Of  ill?  that  malice  could  devife. 

Or  ever  fwarm'd  from  a  licentious  prefs. 

Hung  round  about  him  like  a  fpell ; 
And  in  his  own  hand  too  was  writ. 
That  worthy  piece  of  modem  wit. 
The  country's  late  appeal. 

But  from  fuch  ills  when  u  ill  our  wretched  fl.itc 

Be  freed  ?  and  who  fhall  crufli  this  ferpent's  head  ? 

*Tis  faid  we  may  in  ancient  legends  read 
Of  a  iiuge  dragon  fent  by  fate 
To  lay  a  fmful  kingdom  walle : 
So  through  it  all  he  rang'd,  devouring  as  he  paft. 

And  each  day  with  a  virgin  broke  his  fail : 

Till  wretched  matrons  curft  their  womb. 
So  hardly  was  their  lofs  endur'd  : 

The  lovers  all  defpair'd,  and  fought  their  tombs 
In  the  fame  monfter's  jaws,  and  cf  their  pains,  were  cur'd. 

Till,  like  our  mcnfter  too,  and  with  the  fame 

Curit  ends,  to  the  metropolis  he  came  : 
His  cruelties  renew 'd  again, 
And  every  day  a  maid  was  ilain. 

O  7,  The 
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The  curfe  through  every  family  had  paft. 

When  to  the  facrifice  at  laft 
Th'  unhappy  monarch's  only  child  muft  bow  : 
A  royal  daughter  needs  muft  fufFer  then,  a  royal  brother 
now. 

XVII, 
On  him  this  dragon  Libel  needs  will  prey ; 
On  him  has  caft 
His  fordid  venom,  and  prophan'd 
With  fpurious  verfe  his  fpotlefs  fame. 
Which  fhall  for  ever  ftand 
Unblcmifti'd,  and  to  ages  laft, 
When  all  his  foes  lie  buried  in  their  Ihame. 
Elfe  tell  me  why  (fome  prophet  that  is  wife) 
Heaven  took  fuch  care 
To  make  him  every  thing  that  's  rare. 
Dear  to  the  heart,  defirous  to  the  eyes. 
Why  do  all  good  men  blefs  him  as  he  goes  ? 

Why  at  his.prefence  fhrink  his  foes  ? 
Why  do  the  brave  all  ftrive  his  honour  to  defend  ? 
Why  through  the  world  is  he  diftinguifh'd  moft 
By  titles,  which  but  few  can  boaft, 
A  moft  juft  mafter,  and  a  faithful  friend  ? 
One  who  never  yet  did  wrong 
To  high  or  low,  to  old  or  young  ? 
Of  him  v/hat  orphan  can  complain  ? 

Of  him  what  widow  make  her  moan? 
But  fuch  as  wifh  him  here  again. 
And  mifs  his  goodnefs  nov/  he  's  gone. 

If 
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If  this  be  (as  I  am  furc  'tis)  true; 
Then  pr')  thee,  prophet,  tell  mc  too. 
Why  lives  he  in  the  world's  eltecm, 
Not  one  man's  foe  ?    and  then  why  are  not  all  men 
friends  with  him  ? 

XVIII. 
Whene'er  his  life  was  fet  at  ftake 
For  his  ungrateful  country's  fake, 
WTiat  dangers  or  what  labours  did  he  ever  fhun  ? 
Or  what  wonders  has  not  done  ? 
Watchful  all  night,  and  hufy  all  the  day, 
(Spreading  his  fleet  in  fight  of  Holland's  Ihore) 
Triumphantly  ye  faw  his  flags  and  ftreamcrs  plav. 
Then  did  the  Englilh  lion  roar, 
Whilft  the  Belgian  couchant  lay. 
Big  with  the  thoughts  of  conqueft  and  renown. 

Of  Britain's  honour,  and  his  own. 
To  them  he  like  a  threatening  comet  fliin'd. 
Rough  as  the  fea,  and  furious  as  the  wind ; 
But  conllant  as  the  ftars  that  never  move. 
Or  as  women  would  have  love. 
The  trembling  genius  of  their  ftate 
Look'd  out,  and  ftrait  flirunk  back  his  head. 
To  fee  our  daring  banners  fpread  : 
V/hilft  in  their  harbours  they  ^ 

Like  batten'd  raonfters  weltering  lay  ;  I 
Tlie  winds,  when  ours  th'  ad  kifs'd,  fcorn'd  with  their  | 
flags  to  play  ;  J 

But  drooping  H'kc  their  captains'  hearts. 
Each  pendent,  every  ftreamer,  hung  : 
The  feamen  feem'd  t'  have  loft  their  arts ;. 
O  3  Their 
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Their  (hips  at  anchor  now,  of  which  w'  had  heard  them 

boaft. 
With  ill-furl'd  fails  and  rattlings  loofe,  by  every  billow 
toft. 
Lay  like  negletfted  harps,  untun'd,  unftrung; 

Till  at  the  laft,  provok'd  with  fliame. 
Forth  from  their  dens  the  baited  foxes  came ; 
Foxes  in  council,  and  in  fight  too  grave  ; 

Seldom  true,  and  now  not  brave  : 
They  blufter'd  out  the  day  with  fhew  of  fight. 
And  ran  away  in  the  good-natur'd  night. 
XIX. 
A  bloody  battle  next  was  fought. 
And  then  in  triumph  home  a  welcome  fleet  he  brought. 
With  fpoils  of  victory  and  glory  fraught. 
To  him  then  every  heart  was  open,  down 

From  the  great  man  to  the  clown : 
In  him  rejoic'd,  to  him  inclin'd  ; 
And  as  his  health  round  the  glad  board  did  pafs. 
Each  horleft  fellow  cry'd.  Fill  full  my  glafs ; 

And  (hew'd  the  fullnefs  of  his  mind. 
No  difcontented  vermin  of  ill  times 

Durft  then  affront  him  but  in  fhow  ; 
Nor  libel  dafh  him  with  his  dirty  rhymes  ; 
Nor  may  he  li\e  in  peace  that  does  it  now. 

And  whofe  heart  would  not  wifh  fo  too. 

That  had  biit  feen 
When  his  tumultuous  mifled  foes 
Againft  him  rofe. 

With 
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With  what  heroic  grace 
He  chofe  the  weight  of  wrong  to  undergo ! 
No  tempeft  on  his  brow,  unalter'd  in  his  face. 
True  witnefs  of  the  innocence  within. 
But,  when  the  melTengers  did  mandates  bring 
For  his  retreat  to  foreign  land. 
Since  font  from  the  relenting  hand 
Of  the  moil  loving  brother,  kindeftking; 
If  in  his  heart  regret  did  rife. 
It  never  fcap'd  his  tongue  or  eyes ; 
With  fteady  virtue  'twas  allay 'd. 
And  like  a  mighty  conqueror  he  obey'd. 
XX. 
It  was  a  dark  and  gloomy  day. 
Sad  as  the  hufmefs,  fullcn  too 
As  proud  men,  when  in  vain  they  woo. 
Or  foldiers  cheated  of  their  pay. 
The  Court,  where  plcafures  us'd  to  flow^ 
Became  the  fcene  of  mourning  and  of  woe  : 

Dcfolate  was  every  room, 
\^^Tiere  men  for  news  and  bufmefs  us'd  to  come : 
With  folded  arms  and  down-caft  eyes  men  walk'd 
In  corners,  and  with  caution  talk'd. 
All  things  prepar'd,  the  hour  drew  near 
When  he  muft  part :  his  lall  (hort  time  was  fpent 
In  leaving  bleflings  on  his  children  dear  : 
To  them  with  eager  halte  and  love  he  went ; 
The  eldeft  firll  embrac'd. 
As  new-born  day  in  beauty  bright. 
But  fad  in  mind  as  deepeft  night : 

O  4  What 
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What  tendered  hearts  could  fay,  betwixt  them  paft^, 
Till  grief  too  clofe  upon  them  crept ; 
So  fighing  he  withdrew,  ftie  turn'd  away  and  wept.. 
Much  of  the  father  in  his  breaft  did  rife. 

When  on  the  next  he  fix'd  his  eyes,. 
A  tender  infant  in  the  nurfe's  arms. 

Full  of  kind  play,  and  pretty  charms : 
And  as  to  give  the  farewel  kifs  he  near  it  drew^, 
About  his  manly  neck  two  little  arms  it  threw ; 
Smii'd  in  his  eyes,  as  if  it  begg'd  his  ftay. 

And  look'd  kind  things  it  could  not  fay.. 
XXL 
But  the  great  pomp  of  grief  was  yet  to  come. 
Th'  appointed  time  was  almoft  paft, 
Th'  impatiaittides  knock'd  at  the  fhore,  and  bid  him  hafte 
To  feek  a  foreign  home ; 
The  fummons  he  refolv'd  t'  obey, 
Difdaining  of  his  fuiFerings  to  complain. 

Though  every  ftep  feem'd  trod  with  pain ;, 
So  forth  he  came,  atteiided  on  his  way 
By  a  fad  lamenting  throng. 
That  bleft  him,  and  about  him  hui>g. 
A  weight  his  generous  heart  could  hardly  bear; 
But  for  the  comfort  that  was  near. 
His  beauteous  Mate,  the  fountain  of  his  joys. 

That  fed  his  foul  with  love ; 
The  cordial  that  can  m.ortai  pains  remove. 
To  which  all  worldly  bklnngs  elfe  are  toys. 
I  faw  them  ready  for  departure  ftand  ;. 
Jail  when  approach'd  the  Monarch. .of  our  land. 
And  took  th'  charming  Mourner  by  the  hand  : 

T'  expref§ 


} 
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T'  cxprefs  all  noblefi:  offices  he  ftrovc. 

Of  royal  goodnefs,  and  a  brother's  love. 
Then  down  to  the  (hore  fide. 
Where  to  convey  them  did  two  royal  barges  ride. 
With  fblemn  pace  they  pafb'd. 
And  there  fo  tenderly  embrac'd. 

All  griev'd  by  fympathy  to  fee  thera  part. 
And  their  kind  pains  touch'd  each  by-ftander's  heart* 
Then  hand  in  hand  the  pity'd  pair 
Tuni'd  round  to  face  their  fate  ; 
She  ev'n  amidft  afflictions  fair. 
He,  though  oppreft,  ftill  great. 

Into  th'  expeding  boat  with  haik  they  went. 
Where,  as  the  troubled  Fair-one  to  the  lliorc  fome  wilhes 
fent 

For  that  dear  pledge  fti'  ad  left  bchindj^. 
And  as  her  paflion  grew  too  mighty  for  her  mind. 
She  of  fome  tears  her  eyes  beguil'd. 
Which,  as  upon  her  cheek  they  lay. 
The  happy  hero  kifs'd  away. 

And,  as  fhe  wept,  blufli'd  with  difdain,  and  fmil'd. 

Strait  fortlTthey  launch  into  the  high-fwoln  Thames ;. 

The  well-ftruck  oars  lave  up  the  yielding  ftreams.. 

All  fix'd  their  longing  eyes,  and  wifhing  ftood. 

Till  they  were  got  into  the  wider  flood  ; 

Till  leffen'd  out  of  fight,  and  feen  no  more. 

Their  figh'd,  and  turn'd  into  the  hated  fhorc 
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PH^DRA    TO    HIPPOLYTUS. 

TRANSLATED     OUT     OF     OVID, 
THE       ARGUMENT. 

Thefeus,  the  fon  of  ^geus,  having  flain  the  Minotaur, 
promifed  to  Ariadne,  the  daughter  of  Minos  and 
Pafiphae,  for  the  affiftance  which  flie  gave  him,  to 
carry  her  home  with  him,  and  make  her  his  wile  ;  fo 
together  with  her  filler  Phasdra  they  went  on  board 
and  failed  to  Chios,  where  being  warned  by  Bacchus, 
he  left  Ariadne,  and  married  her  filler  Phsdra,  who 
afterwards,  in  Thefeus  her  hulband's  abfcnce,  fell  in 
love  with  Hippolytus  her  fon-in-law,  who  had  vow'd 
celibacy,  and  was  a  hunter;  wherefore,  fince  fhe 
could  not  conveniently  otherwife,  ftie  chofe  by  this 
epiftle  to  give  him  an  account  of  her  paflioii. 

IF  thou  'rt  unkind  I  ne'er  Ihall  health  enjoy. 
Yet  much  1  wilh  to  thee,  my  lovely  boy : 
Read  this,  and  reading  how  my  foul  is  feiz'd. 
Rather  than  not,  be  with  my  ruin  plcas'd  : 
Thus  fecrets  fafc  to  fartheft  (horcs  may  move; 
By  letters  foes  converfe,  and  learn  to  love. 
Thrice  my  fad  tale,  as  I  to  tell  it  try'd. 
Upon  my  faultering  tongue  abortive  dy'd  ; 

Long 
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Long  Shame  prevail'd,  nor  could  be  conquer'd  quite. 

But  what  I  blufli'd  to  fpeak.  Love  made  rae  write. 

'Tis  dangerous  to  refill  the  power  of  Love, 

The  gods  obey  him,  and  he  's  king  above ; 

He  char'd  the  doubts  that  did  my  mind  confound. 

And  promis'd  mc  to  bring  thee  hither  bound : 

Oh  may  he  come,  and  in  that  bread  of  thine 

Fix  a  kind  dart,  and  make  it  flame  like  mine! 

Yet  of  ray  wedlock  vows  I  '11  lofe  no  care. 

Search  back  through  all  my  fame,  thou  'It  find  it  fair. 

But  Love  long  breeding  to  word  pain  does  turn ; 

Outward  unharm'd,  within,  within  I  burn  ! 

As  the  young  bull  or  courfcr  yet  untam'd. 

When  yok'd  or  bridled  firft,  arc  pinch'd  and  maim'd; 

So  my  unpraftis'd  heart  in  love  can  find 

No  red,  th'  unwonted  weight  fo  toils  mv  mind ; 

When  young,  Love's  pangs  by  arts  we  may  remove. 

But  in  our  riper  years  w  1th  rage  we  lo\e. 

To  thee  I  yield  then  all  mv  dear  renown. 

And  pr'ythee  let  's  together  be  undone. 

Who  would  not  pluck  the  new-blown  blufning  rofe. 

Or  the  ripe  fruit  that  courts  him  as  it  grows  ? 

But  if  my  virtue  hitherto  has  gain'd 

Efteem  for  fpotlefs,  fhall  it  now  be  ftain'd  ? 

Oh,  in  thy  love  I  fhall  no  hazard  run  ; 

'Tis  not  a  fin,  but  when  'tis  coarfely  done. 

And  now  fhould  Juno  leave  her  Jove  to  me, 

I  'd  quit  that  Jove,  Hippolytus,  for  thee  : 

Believe  me  too,  with  ftrange  defires  I  change, 

'Amongfl  wild  beafls  I  long  with  thee  to  range. 

To 
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To  thy  delights  and  Delia!  incline. 

Make  her  my  goddefs  too,  becaufe  ilie  's  thine : 

I  long  to  know  the  woods,  to  drive  the  deer. 

And  o'er  the  mountain's  tops  my  hounds  to  cheer. 

Shaking  my  dart ;  then,  the  chafe  ended,  lye 

Stretch'd  on  the  grafs ;  and  would'ft  not  thou  be  by  r 

Oft  in  light  chariots  I  with  pleafure  ride. 

And  love  rayfelf  the  furious  fteeds  to  guide* 

Now  like  a  Bacchanal  more  wild  I  flray,  -j 

Or  old  Cybele's  priefls,  as  mad  as  they  I 

When  under  Ida's  hills  they  offerings  pay  :  J 

Ev'n  mad  as  thofe  the  deities  of  night 

And  water.  Fauns  and  Dryads,  do  affiright.. 

Bjt  fiill  each  little  interval  I  gain, 

Eafily  find  'tis  love  breeds  all  my  pain^ 

Sure  on  our  race  love  like  a  fate  does  fall,. 

And  Venus  will  have  tribute  of  us  all. 

Jove  lov'd  Europa,  whence  my  father  came. 

And,  to  a  bull  transform'd,  enjoy 'd  the  dame  : 

She,  like  ray  mother,  languifh'd  to  obtain. 

And  fiU'd  her  womb  with  fhame  as  well  as  pain. 

The  faithlefs  Thefeus  by  my  filler's  aid 

The  monfter  fl'cw,  and  a  fafe  conqueft  made  :. 

Now,  in  that  family  my  right  to  fave, 

I  am  at  laft  on  the  fame  terms  a  flave  : 

'Twas  fatal  to  my  fnler  and  to  me. 

She  lov'd  thy  father,  but  my  choice  was  thec^ 

Let  monuments  of  triumph  then  be  fhown 

Fox  two  unhappy  nymphs  by  you  undone 

When 
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When  firft  our  vows  were  to  Eleufis  paid. 
Would  I  had  in  a  Cretan  grave  been  laid ; 
*Twas  there  thou  didft  a  perfeft  conqueft  gain, 
Whilft  love's  fierce  fever  rag'd  in  every  vein  : 
White  was  thy  robe,  a  garland  deck'd  thy  head, 
A  modeft  blufh  thy  comely  face  o'erfpread  ; 
That  face,  wliich  may  be  terrible  in  arms. 
But  graceful  fcem'd  to  me,  and  full  of  charms : 
I  love  the  man  whofe  fafhion  's  leaft  his  care. 
And  hate  my  fex's  coxcombs  fine  and  fair ; 
For  whilft  thus  plain  thy  carelefs  locks  let  fly, 
Th'  unpolidi'd  form  is  beauty  in  my  eye. 
If  thou  but  ride,  or  fhake  the  trembling  dart, 
I  fix  my  eyes,  and  wonder  at  thy  art : 
To  fee  thee  poife  the  javelin  moves  delight. 
And  aH  thou  doft  is  lovely  in  my  fight : 
But  to  the  woods  thy  cruelty  refign. 
Nor  treat  it  with  fo  poor  a  life  as  mine. 
Muft  cold  Diana  be  ador'd  alone, 
Muft  Ihe  have  all  thy  vows,  and  Venus  none  ? 
That  pleafure  palls,  if  'tis  enjoy 'd  too  long; 
Love  makes  the  weary  firm,  the  feeble  ftrons:. 
For  Cynthia's  fake  unbend  and  eafe  thy  bow, 
Elfe  to  thy  arm  'twill  weak  and  ufelefs  grow. 
Famous  was  Cephalus  in  wood  and  plain. 
And  by  him  many  a  boar  and  pard  was  flain,    • 
Yet  to  Aurora's  love  he  did  incline. 
Who  wifely  left  old  age  for  youth  like  thine. 
Under  the  fpreading  (hades  her  amorous  boy. 
The- fair  Adonis,  Venus  could  enjoy  i 

Atalanta's 
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Atalanta's  love  too  Meleager  fought. 

And  to  her  tribute  paid  of  all.  he  caught :. 

Be  thou  and  1  the  next  bleii  fylvan  pair ; 

Where  Love  's  a  Granger,  woods  but  deferts  are.. 

With  thee,  through  dangerous-  ways,  unknown  before, 

I  '11  rove,^  and  fearlefs  face  the  dreadful  boar. 

Between  two  fcas  a  little  ifthmus  lies, 

Where  on  each  fide  the  beating  billows  rife. 

There  in  Trazena  I  thy  love  will  meet. 

More  bleft  and  pleas'd  than  in  my  native  Crete* 

As  we  could  wiHi,  old  Thefeus  is  away 

At  Theffaly,  where  always  let  him  ftay 

With  his  Peritholis,.  whom  well  I  fq:e 

Preferr'd  above  Hippolytas  or  me. 

Nor  has.  he  only  thus  expreil  his  hate  ; 

We  both  have  fuffer'd  wrongs  of  mighty  weight : 

My  brother  firft  he  cruelly  did  flay. 

Then  from  my  filter  falfly  ran  away. 

And  left  expos'd  to  every  beaft  a  prey : 

A  warlike  queen  to  thee  thy  being  gave,, 

A  mother  worthy  af  a  fon  fo  brave,. 

From  cruel  Thefeus  yet  her  death  did  find. 

Nor,  though  flie  gave  him  thee,  could  make  him  kind. 

Unwedded  too  he  murder'd  her  in  fpight. 

To  baftardize,  and  rob  thee  of  thy  right  : 

And  if,  to  wrong  thee  more,  two  funs  I  've  brought. 

Believe  it  his,  and  none  of  Phasdra's  fault : 

Rather,  thou  faircft  thing  the  earth  contains, 

I  wilh  at  firiil'd  dy'd  of  mother's  painst 

Hoyr 
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How  canft  thou  reverence  then  thy  father's  bed. 

From  which  himfclt  fo  abjecUy  is  fled  ? 

The  thought  aftrights  not  me,  but  me  inflames; 

Mother  and  fon  are  notions,  very  names 

Of  worn-out  piety,"  in  faihion  then 

When  old  dull  Saturn  rul'd  the  race  of  men ;. 

Eut  braver  Jove  taught  pleafure  was  no  fin. 

And  with,  his  filter  did  himfelf  begin. 

Nearnefs  of  blood  and  kindred  beit  we  pcove^ 

When  we  cxprefs  it  in  the  clofeft.  love. 

Nor  need  wc  fear  our  fault  (hould  be  reveal'd ;. 

'Twill  under  near  relation  be  conceal'd. 

And  all  who  hear  our  loves»  with  praife  Ihall  crown 

A  mother's  kindnefs  to  a  grateful  fon. 

No  need  at  midnight  in  the  dark  to  Itray^ 

T'  unlock  the  gates,  and  cry.  My  love,  this  w  ay  ! 

No  bufy  fpies  our  pleafares  to  betray. 

But  in  one  houfe,  as  heretofore,  we  '11  live ; 

In  public,  kiffes  take  ;  in  public,  give  : 

Though  in  my  bed  thou  'rt  feen,  'twill  gain  applaufe 

From  all,  whilll  none  have  fenfe  to  guefs  the  caufe : 

Only  make  hafte,  and  let  du3  league  be  fign'd ; 

So  may  my  tyrant  Love  to  thee  be  kind. 

For  this  1  am  an  humble  fuppliant  grown  ; 

Now  where  are  all  my  boafts  of  greatnefs  gone  ? 

I  fwore  1  ne'er  would  yield,  refolv'd  to  fight, 

Deceiv'd  bj'  Love,  that  's  feldom  in  the  right ; 

Now  on  my  own  I  crawl,  to  clafp  thy  knees ; 

What 's  decent  no  true  lover  cares  or  fees : 

Shame 
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Shame,  like  a  beaten  foldier,  leaves  the  place. 
But  beauty's  blufhes  ftill  are  in  my  face. 
Forgive  this  fond  confeflion  which  I  make. 
And  then  fome  pity  on  my  fufferings  take. 
What  though  'midft  feas  my  father's  empire  lies  ; 
Though  my  great  grandfire  thunder  from  the  Ikies ; 
What  though  my  father's  fire  in  beams  dreft  gay 
Drives  round  the  burning  chariot  of  the  day  ; 
Their  honour  all  in  me  to  Love  's  a  flave, 
Then,  though  thou  wilt  not  me,  their  honour  fave. 
Jove's  famous  ifland,  Crete,  in  dower  I  '11  bring, 
And  there  fhall  my  Hippolytus  be  king  : 
For  Venus'  fake  then  hear  and  grant  my  prayer. 
So  may'ft  thou  never  love  a  fcornful  fair  j 
In  fields  fo  may  Diana  grace  thee  ftill. 
And  every  wood  afford  thee  game  to  kill ; 
So  may  the  Mountain  Gods  and  Satyrs  all 
Be  kind,  fo  may  the  boar  before  thee  fall ; 
So  may  the  Water-nymphs  in  heat  of  day. 
Though  thou  their  fex  defpife,  thy  thirft  allay. 
Millions  of  tears  to  thefe  my  prayers  I  join. 
Which  as  thou  read'ft  with  thofe  dear  eyes  of  thine. 
Think  that  thoo  fee'ft  the  ftreams  that  flow  from  mine. 
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MY  much  lov'd  friend,  when  thou  art  from  my  eyes. 
How  do  I  loath  the  day,  and  light  defpife ! 
Night,  kinder  night,  's  the  much  more  uelcome  gueft. 
For  though  it  bring  fmall  eafe,  it  hides  at  leaft  j 
Or  if  e'er  fi umbers  and  ray  eyes  agree, 
*Tia  when  they  're  crown'd  with  pleafing  dreams  of  thee. 
Lafl  night  methought  (heaven  make  the  next  as  kind !) 
Free  as  firft  innocence,  and  unconfin'd 
As  our  firft  parents  in  their  Eden  were. 
Ere  yet  condemn'd  to  eat  their  bread  with  care; 
'V^'c  two  together  wander'd  through  a  grove, 
'Twas  green  beneath  us,  and  all  fhade  above. 
Mild  as  our  friendQiip,  fpringing  as  our  love  ; 
Hundreds  of  chearful  birds  fill'd  ever}'  tree. 
And  fung  their  joyful  fongs  of  liberty  ; 
While  through  the  gladfome  choir  well  pleas'd  we  walk'd. 
And  of  our  prefent  valued  ftate  thus  talk'd  : 
How  happy  are  we  in  this  fweet  retreat  ? 
Thus  humbly  bleft,  who  'd  labour  to  be  great  ? 
Who  for  preferments  at  a  court  would  wait. 
Where  every  gudgeon  's  nibbling  at  the  bait  ? 
What  fifti  of  fenfe  would  on  that  fhaliow  lie, 
Amongft  the  little  ftarving  wriggling  iry. 
That  throng  and  crowd  each  other  for  a  tafte 
Of  the  deceitful,  painted,  poifon'd  pafte  ; 

*  See  the  Anfwer,  in  "  Duke's  Poems." 
Vol.  XV.  P  Whca 
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When  the  wide  river  he  behind  him  fees. 

Where  he  may  launch  to  liberty  and  eafe  ? 

No  cares  or  bulinefs  here  difturb  our  hours. 

While,  underneath  thefe  fhady  peaceful  bowers. 

In  cool  delight  and  innocence  we  ftray. 

And  midft  a  tlioufand  pleafures  wafte  the  day  ; 

Sometimes  u-fjon  a  river's  bank  we  lie. 

Where  Ikiraming  fwallows  o'er  the  furface  fly, 

Juft  as  the  fun,  declining  with  his  beams, 

Xifles  and  gently  warms  the  gliding  ftreams ; 

Amidft  whofe  current  rifmg  fifhes  play. 

And  roll  in  wanton  liberty  away. 

Perhaps  hard  by  there  grows  a  little  iDufh, 

On  which  the  linnet,  nightingale,  and  thrufli. 

Nightly  their  folemn  orgies  meeting  keep. 

And  fing  their  vefpers  ere  they  go  to  fleep  : 

There  we  two  lie,  between  us  may  be  's  fpread 

Some  books,  few  underftand,  though  many  read. 

Sometimes  we  Virgil's  facred  leaves  turn  o'er. 

Still  wondering,  and  ftill  finding  caufe  for  more. 

How  Juno's  rage  did  good  ^neas  vex. 

Then  how  he  had  revenge  upon  her  fex 

In  Dido's  ftate,  whom  bravely  he  enjoy 'd. 

And  quitted  her  as  bravely  too  when  cloy'd ; 

He  knew  the  fatal  danger  of  her  charms. 

And  fcorn.'d  to  melt  his  virtue  in  her  arms. 

Next  Nifus  and  Euryalus  we  admire. 

Their  gentle  friendfhip,  and  their  martial  fire  ; 

We  praife  their  valour,  'caufe  yet  match'd  by  none. 

And  love  tlieir  friendfhip,  fc  much  like  our  own. 

Eut 
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But  when  to  give  our  minds  a  I'eail  indeed, 

Horace,  betl  known  and  lov'd  by  thee,  we  read. 

Who  can  our  tranfports,  or  our  longings  tell. 

To  tafte  of  pleafures,  prais'd  by  him  fo  well  ? 

With  thoughts  of  love  and  wine  ty  him  we  're  fir'd. 

Two  things  in  fwett  retirement  much  defir'd : 

A  generoui  bottle  and  a  lovefome  (he. 

Are  th'  only  joys  in  nature  next  to  tliee : 

To  which  retiring  quietly  at  night. 

If  (as  that  only  can)  to  add  delight. 

When  to  our  little  cottage  w'e  repair. 

We  find  a  friend  or  two,  we'd  -.viiL  lor  there. 

Dear  Beverley,  kind  as  parting  lovers  tears, 

Adderly,  honeft  as  the  fword  he  wears, 

Wilfon,  profelnng  friendfhip  yet  a  friend. 

Or  Short,  beyond  what  numbers  can  commend. 

Finch,  full  of  kindnefs,  generous  as  his  blood. 

Watchful  to  do,  to  modeft  merit,  good; 

Who  have  forfook  the  vile  tumultuous  tcvn. 

And  for  a  tafte  of  life  to  us  come  dov.n  ; 

With  eager  arms,  how  clcfely  we  embrace ! 

WTiat  joys  in  ever}-  heart,  and  ever}'  face  ! 

The  moderate  table  's  quickly  cover'd  o'er. 

With  choiceil  meats  at  lealt,  though  not  with  (lore  ; 

Of  bottles  next  fucceeds  a  goodly  train. 

Full  of  what  chears  the  heart,  and  fires  the  brr  n  : 

Each  waited  on  by  a  bright  virgin  glafs. 

Clean,  found,  and  Ihining  like  its  drinker's  lafs. 

Then  down  we  fit,  while  every  genius  tries 

T'  improve,  till  he  defer^es  his  facrifice  : 

P  2  No 
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No  faucy  hour  prefumes  to  ftint  delight. 

We  laugh,  love,  drink,  and  when  that 's  done  'tis  night. 

Well  warm'd  and  pleas'd,  as  we  think  fit  we  '11  part. 

Each  takes  th'  obedient  treafure  of  his  heart. 

And  leads  her  willing  to  his  filent  bed. 

Where  no  vexatious  cares  come  near  his  head, 

Eut  every  fenfe  with  perfeft  pleafure  's  fed  ; 

Till  in  full  joy  diffolv'd,  each  falls  afleep 

With  twining  limbs,  that  ftill  love's  pofture  keep ; 

At  dawn  of  morning  to  renew  delight. 

So  quiet  craving  Love,  till  the  next  nighc: 

Then  we  the  drowfy  cells  of  fleep  forfake. 

And  to  our  books  our  earlieft  vifit  make  ; 

Or  elfe  our  thoughts  to  their  attendance  call. 

And  there,  methinks,  Fancy  fits  queen  of  all  ; 

While  the  poor  under-faculties  refort. 

And  to  her  fickle  majefty  make  court ; 

The  underftanding  firft  comes  plainly  clad. 

But  ufefully  ;  no  entrance  to  be  had. 

Next  comes  the  will,  that  bully  of  the  mind> 

Follies  wait  on  him  in  a  troop  behind ; 

He  meets  reception  from  the  antic  queen,  "» 

Who  thinks  her  majefty  's  moft  honour'd,  when  I 

Attended  by  thofe  fine-dreft  gentlemen.  J 

Reafon,  the  honeft  counfellor,  this  knows. 

And  into  court  with  refolute  virtue  goes; 

Lets  Fancy  fee  her  loofe  irregular  fway. 

Then  how  the  flattering  follies  fneak  away  ! 

This  image,  when  it  came,  too  fiercely  fnook 

My  brain,  which  its  foft  quiet  ftraight  forfook  ; 

When 
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When  waking  as  I  cail  my  eyes  around. 
Nothing  but  old  loath'd  vanities  I  found  ; 
No  grove,  no  freedom,  and,. what  's  worfeto  me. 
No  friend  ;  for  I  have  none  compar'd  with  thee. 
Soon  then  my  thoughts  with  their  old  tyrant  Care 
Were  feiz'd  ;  which  to  divert,  I  fram'd  this  prayer  : 

Gods  !  life  's  your  gift,  then  feafon  't  with  fuch  fate. 
That  what  ye  meant  a  blefling  prove  no  weight. 
Let  me  to  the  remoteft  part  be  whirl'd. 
Of  this  your  play-thing  made  in  haile,  the  world  ; 
But  grant  me  quiet,  liberty,  and  peace, 
By  day  what  's  needful,  and  ai  night  foft  eafe  ; 
The  friend  I  truft  in,  and  the  fhe  I  love. 
Then  fix  roe ;  and  if  e'er  I  wilh  remove. 
Make  me  as  great  (that  's  wretched)  as  ye  can. 
Set  me  in  power,  the  woefuU'll  ftate  of  man  ; 
To  be  by  fools  milled,  to  knaves  a  prey. 
But  make  life  what  I  aflj,  or  take  't  awav. 


TO      M   R.      C   R  E    E   C    H, 

UPON      HIS 

TRANSLATION   OF   LUCRETIUS. 

SIR,  when  your  book  the  firft  time  came  abroad, 
I  muft  confefs  I  flood  amaz'd  and  aw'd  ; 
For,  as  to  fome  good-nature  I  pretend, 
I  fear'd  to  read,  left  I  fhould  not  commend. 

P  3  L".cretias 
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Lucretius  englifh'd  !  'twas  a  work  might  (hake 

The  power  oi  Englifh  verfe  to  undertake. 

This  all  men  thought ;  but  you  are  born,  we  find, 

T'  out-do  the  expeftations  of  mankind  ; 

Since  you  've  fo  well  the  noble  talk  perform'd. 

Envy  's  appeas'd,  and  prejudice  difarm'd  ; 

For  when  the  rich  original  we  perufe. 

And  by  it  try  the  metal  you  produce. 

Though  there  indeed  the  pureft  ore  we  find. 

Yet  ftill  in  you  it  fomething  feems  refin'd  : 

Thus  when  the  great  Lucretius  gives  a  loofe. 

And  lafhes  to  her  fpeed  his  fiery  Mufe ; 

Still  with  him  you  maintain  an  equal  pace. 

And  bear  full  flretch  upon  him  all  the  race  ; 

-But  when  in  rugged  way  we  find  him  rein 

His  verfe,  and  not  fo  fmooth  a  ftroke  maintain ; 

There  the  advantage  he  receives  is  found. 

By  you  taught  temper,  and  to  chufe  his  ground. 

Next,  his  philcfophy  you  've  fo  expreft 

In  genuine  terms,  fo  plain,  yet  neatly  dreft, 

Thofe  murderers  that  now  mingle  it  all  day 

In  fchools,  may  learn  from  you  the  eafy  way 

To  let  us  know  v/hat  they  would  mean  and  fay : 

If  Arillotle's  friends  will  fliew  the  grace 

To  wave  for  once  their  ftatute  in  that  cafe. 

Go  on  then.  Sir,  and  fmce  you  could  afpire. 

And  reach  this  height,  aim  yet  at  laurels  higher; 

Secure  great  injur'd  Maro  from  the  wrong 

.He  unredeem'd  has  labour'd  with  fo  long 

In 
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In  Holboum  rhyme,  and,  left  the  book,  fhould  fail, 
Expos'd  with  piftures  to  promote  the  fale  : 
So  tapfters  fet  out  figns,  for  muddy  ale. 
You  're  only  able  to  retrieve  his  doom. 
And  make  him  here  as  fara'd  as  once  at  Rome : 
For  fure,  when  Julius  firft  this  ifle  fubdued. 
Your  anceftors  then  mixt  with  Roman  blood ; 
Some  near  ally'd  to  that  whence  Ovid  came, 
Virgil  and  Horace,  thofe  three  fons  of  Fame  j 
Since  to  their  memory  it  is  fo  true. 
And  (hews  their  poetry  fo  much  in  you. 
Go  on  in  pity  to  this  wretclied  ifle. 
Which  ignorant  poctafters  do  defile 
With  loufy  madrigals  for  lyric  verfe  i 
Inftead  of  comedy  with  nafly  farce. 
Would  Plautus,  Terence  e'er,  have  been  fo  le^d 
T'  have  drefl  Jack-pudding  up  to  catch  the  crowd  ? 
Or  Sophocles  five  tedious  acb  have  made. 
To  fhew  a  whining  fool  in  love  betray'd' 
By  fome  falfe  friend  or  flipper}'  chambermaid. 
Then,  ere  he  hangs  himfelf,  bemoans  his  fall 
In  a  dull  fpeech,  and  that  fine  language  call  ? 
No,  fmce  we  live  in  fuch  a  fulfome  age. 
When  nonfenfe  loads  the  prefs,  and  choaks  the  ftage  ;' 
When  blockheads  will  claim  wit  in  nature's  fpight. 
And  every  dunce,  that  flarves,  prefumes  to  write. 
Exert  yourfelf,  defend  the  Mufe's  caufe. 
Proclaim  their  right,  and  to  maintain  their  laws 
Make  the  dead  ancients  fpeak  the  Britifh  tongue; 
That  fo  each  chattering  daw,  who  aims  at  fong,       •-> 
P  +  In 
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In  his  own  mother-tongue  may  humbly  read 

What  engines  yet  are  wanting  in  his  head 

To  make  him  equal  to  the  mighty  dead. 

For  of  all  Nature's  works  we  moft  fhould  fcorn 

The  thing  who  thinks  himfelf  a  poet  born. 

Unbred,  untaught,  he  rhymes,  yet  hardly  fpells. 

And  fenfelefsly,  as  fquirrels  jangle  bells. 

Such  things.  Sir,  here  abound  ;  may  therefore  you 

Be  ever  to  your  friends,  the  Mufes,  true  ! 

May  our  defedts  be  by  your  powers  fupply'd. 

Till,  as  our  envy  now,  you  grow  our  pride  ; 

Till  by  your  pen  reftor'd,  in  triumph  borne. 

The  majcfty  of  poetry  return  ! 


EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN    UPON 

His  Royal  Highnefs    the   DUKE    of   YORK 

Coming  to  the  Theatre,  Friday,  April  21,  i68i. 

"T  T  7  H  E  N  too  much  plenty,  luxury,  and  eafe, 

'  ^     Had  furfeited  this  ille  to  a  difeafe  ; 
When  noifome  blains  did  its  beft  parts  o'erfpread. 
And  on  the  reft  their  dire  infedion  fhed ; 
Our  great  Phyfician,  who  the  nature  knew 
Of  the  diftemper,  and  from  whence  it  grew, 
Fix'd,  for  three  kingdoms'  quiet.  Sir,  on  you  : 
He  caft  his  fearching  eyes  o'er  all  the  frame. 
And  finding  whence  before  one  ficknefs  came. 

How 
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How  once  before  our  iTufchiefs  fofter'd  were. 
Knew  well  your  virtue,  and  apply'd  you  there  : 
Where  fo  your  goodnefs»  fo  your  juftice  fway'd. 
You  but  appear'd,  and  the  wild  plague  was  rtay'd. 

When,  from  the  filthy  dunghill-fadion  bred, 
N«w-form'd  rebellion  durft  rear  up  its  head, 
Anfwcr  me  all :  Who  ftruck  the  monfter  dead  ? 

See,  fee,  the  injur'd  prince,  and  blefs  his  name. 
Think  on  the  martyr  from  whofe  loins  he  came  ; 
Think  on  the  blood  was  (bed  for  you  before. 
And  curfc  the  parricides  that  thirft  for  more. 
His  foes  are  yours,  then  of  their  wiles  beware : 
Lay,  lay  him  in  your  hearts,  and  guard  him  there. 
Where  let  his  wrongs  your  zeal  for  him  improve ; 
He  wears  a  fword  will  juftify  your  love. 
With  blood  ftill  ready  for  your  good  t'  expend. 
And  has  a  heart  that  ne'er  forgot  his  friend. 

His  duteous  loyalty  before  you  lay. 
And  learn  of  him,  unmurmuring  to  obey. 
Think  what  he  'as  borne,  your  quiet  to  reftore; 
Repent  your  madnefs,  and  rebel  no  more. 

No  more  let  Boutefeus  hope  to  lead  petitions. 
Scriveners  to  be  treafurers ;  pedlars,  politicians  j 
Nor  every  fool,  whofe  wife  has  tript  at  court. 
Pluck  up  a  fpirit,  and  turn  rebel  for  't. 

In  lands  where  cuckolds  multiply  like  ours, 
W'hat  prince  can  be  too  jealous  of  their  powers. 
Or  can  too  often  think  himfelf  alarm 'd  ? 
They  're  mal-contents  that  every  where  go  arm'd  : 

And 
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And  when  the  horned  herd  's  together  got. 
Nothing  portends  a  common-wealth  like  that. 

Call,  caft  your  idols  off,  your  gods  of  wood. 
Ere  yet  Fhiliftines  fatten  with  your  blood  : 
Renounce  your  priefts  of  Baal  with  amen  faces, 
Your  Wapping  feafts,  and  your  Mile -end  high  places 
■  Nail  all  your  medals  on  the  gallows  poll. 
In  recompence  th'  original  was  loll  : 
At  thefe,  iliuftrious  repentance  pay. 
In  his  kind  hands  your  humble  ofierings  lay : 
Let  royal  pardon  be  by  him  implor'd, 
Th'  atoning  brother  of  your  anger'd  lord : 
He  only  brings  a  medicine  fit  t'  alTuage 
A  people's  folly,  and  rouz'd  monarch's  rage. 
An  infant  prince,  yet  labouring  in  the  womb. 
Fated  with  wondrous  happinefs  to  come. 
He  goes  to  fetch  tlie  mighty  blcHings  home  : 
Send  all  your  wilhes  with  him,  let  the  air 
With  gentle  breezes  waft  it  fafely  there. 
The  feas,  like  what  they  '11  carry,  calm  and  fair  : 
Let  the  iliuftrious  mother  touch  our  land 
Mildly,  as  hereafter  may  her  fon  command ; 
While  our  glad  monarch  welcomes  her  to  Ihore, 
With  kind  affu ranee  fhe  fhall  part  no  more. 

Be  the  majeftic  babe  then  fmiling  born. 
And  all  good  ftgns  of  fate  his  birth  adorn. 
So  live  and  grow,  a  conllant  pledge  to  Hand 
Of  Caefar's  love  to  an  obedient  land. 


8  p  o  K  E  w 
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SPOKEN     TO 

HER    ROYAL     HIGHNESS,' 

ON      HER 

RETURN     FROM     SCOTLAND, 

IN    THE     YEAR     1 68i* 

ALL  you,  who  this  day's  jubilee  attend. 
And  every  loyal  Mufe's  loyal  friend. 
That  come  to  treat  your  longing  wifhcs  here. 
Turn  your  defiring  eyes,  and  feaft  them  there. 
Thus  falling  on  your  knees  with  me  implore. 
May  this  poor  land  ne'er  lofe  that  prefence  more ! 
But  if  there  any  in  this  circle  be. 
That  come  fo  curft  to  envy  what  they  fee. 
From  the  vain  fool  that  would  be  great  too  foon. 
To  the  dull  knave  that  writ  the  laft  lampoon ! 
Let  fuch,  as  vidlims  to  that  beauty's  fame. 
Hang  their  vile  blafted  heads,  and  die  with  fiiame. 
Our  migluy  blefling  is  at  laft  return'd. 
The  joy  arriv'd  for  which  fo  long  we  mourn'd  : 
From  whom  our  prefent  peace  we  expeft  encreas'd. 
And  all  our  future  generations  bleft. 
Time,  have  a  care  :  bring  fafe  the  hour  of  joy. 
When  fome  bleft  tongue  proclaims  a  royal  boy  : 
And  when  'tis  born,  let  nature's  hand  be  ftrong ; 
Blefs  him  with  days  of  ftrength,  and  make  them  long ; 

Till 
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Till  charg'd  with  honours  we  behold  him  ftand,. 
Three  kingdoms  banners  waiting  his  command,  > 

His  father's  conquering  fcvord  witiiin  his  hand  ;         J 
Then  th-  Englifh  lions  in  the  air  advance. 
And  with  them  roaring  mufic  to  the  dance. 
Carry  a  Quo  Warranto  into  France. 


PROLOGUE 

TO     M  R  S.     B  E  H  N  's. 

CITY     HEIRESS,     j68>. 


H 


OW  vain  have  prov'd  the  labours  of  the  ftage. 
In  ftriving  to  reclaim  a  vicious  age  ! 
Poets  may  write,  the  mifchief  to  impeach  j  "| 

You  care  as  little  what  the  poets  teach,  I 

As  you  regard  at  church  what  parfcMis  preach.  J 

But  where  fuch  follies  and  fuch  vices  reign. 
What  honeft  pen  has  patience  to  refrain  ? 
At  church,  in  pews,  ye  moft  devoutly  fnore. 
And  here,  got  dully  drunk,  ye  come  to  roar  j 
Ye  go  to  church,  to  glout  and  ogle  there. 
And  come  to  meet  more  lewd  convenient  here: 
With  equal  zeal  ye  honour  either  place,  -^ 

And  run  fo  very  evenly  your  race,  l 

Y'  improve  in  wit  juft  as  ye  do  in  grace,  J 

It  muft  be  fo  ;  fome  daemon  has  poffeft 
Our  land,  and  we  have  never  fmce  been  bleft, 

Y'havc 
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Y'  have  feen  it  all,  and  heard  of  its  renown. 
In  reverend  (hape  it  ftalk'd  about  the  town. 


} 


Six  yeomen  tall  attending  on  its  frown.  J 

Sometimes,  with  humble  note  and  zealous  lore, 

'Twould  play  the  apoftolic  function  o'er  : 

But  heaven  have  meicy  on  us  when  it  fwore! 

Whene'er  it  fwore,  to  prove  the  oaths  were  true. 

Out  of  his  mouth  at  random  halters  flew 

Round  fome  unwary  neck,  by  magic  thrown. 

Though  ftill  the  cunning  devil  fav'd  its  own  : 

For  when  tb'  enchantment  could  no  longer  laft. 

The  fubtle  Pug,  moft  dextroufly  uncaft. 

Left  awful  form  for  one  more  feeming  pious. 

And  in  a  moment  vary'd  to  defy  us ; 

From  fUken  doftor,  home-fpun  Ananias : 

Left  the  lewd  court,  and  did  in  city  fix. 

Where  ftill  by  its  old  arts  it  plays  new  tricks. 

And  fills  the  heads  of  fools  with  politicks. 

This  daemon  lately  drew  in  many  a  gueft. 

To  part  with  zealous  guinea  for — no  feaft. 

Who,  but  the  moll  incorrigible  fops. 

For  ever  doom'd  in  difmal  cells,  call'd  fhops. 

To  cheat  and  damn  themfelves  to  get  their  livings. 

Would  lay  fweet  money  out  in  fham  thankfgivings  ? 

Sham  plots  yt»u  may  have  paid  for  o'er  and  o'er ; 

But  who  e'er  paid  for  a  (ham  treat  before  ? 

Had  you  not  better  fent  your  offerings  all 

Hither  to  us,  than  Sequeftrators'  Hall  ? 

I  being  your  fteward,  juftice  had  been  done  ye  ; 

1  could  have  entertain'd  you  worth  your  money. 

'the 


} 
} 


7.ZZ  O  T  W  A  Y'  S     POEMS. 

THE     SIXTEENTH     ODE 

OF      THE 

SECOND    BOOK     OF     HORACE. 

N  dorms  when  clouds  the  moon  do  hide,. 

And  no  kind  ftars  the  pilot  guide,. 
Shew  me  at  fea  the  boldelt  there. 
Who  does  not  wifli  for  quiet  here. 
J?or  quiet,  friend,  the  foldier  fights,. 
Bears  v/eary  marches,  fleeplefs  nights,. 
For  this  feeds  hard,  and  lodges  cold  ; 
Which  can't  be  bought  with  hills  of  gold.. 
Since  wealth  and  power  too  weak  we  find. 
To  quell  the  tumults  of  the  mind  ; 
Or  from  the  monarch's  roofs  of  ftate 
Drive  thence  the  cares  that  round  him  wait : 
Happy  the  man  with  little  bleft. 
Of  what  his  father  left  pofieft  ; 
No  bafe  defires  corrupt  his  head. 
No  fears  difturb  liim  in  his  bed. 
What  then  in  life,  which  foon  muft  end. 
Can  all  our  vain  defigns  intend  ? 
From  fhore  to  fliore  why  fliould  we  run. 
When  none  his  tirefome  felf  can  fhun  ? 
For  baneful  care  will  ftill  prevail. 
And  overtake  us  under  fail, 

'Twill 
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'Twill  doJ.ge  the  great  man's  train  behiiad. 

Out-run  the  roe,  out  fly  the  wind. 

If  then  thy  foul  rejoice  to-day. 

Drive  far  to-morrow's  cares  away. 

In  laughter  let  them  all  be  drown'd  : 

No  pcrfc(ft  good  is  to  be  found. 

One  mortal  feels  Fate's  fudden  blow. 

Another's  lingering  death  comes  flow  j 

And  what  of  life  tliey  take  from  thee. 

The  gods  may  give  to  punifh  me. 

Thy  portion  is  a  wealthy  ftock, 

A  fertile  glebe,  a  fruitful  flock, 

Horfes  and  chariots  for  thy  eafe. 

Rich  robes  to  deck  and  make  thee  pleafe. 

For  me,  a  little  cell  1  chufe. 

Fit  for  my  mind,  fit  for  my  Mufe, 

Which  foft  content  does  beft  adorn, 

Shunning  the  knaves  and  fools  I  fcom. 


THE      COMPLAINT 

A  SONG. 

To  a  Scotch  Tune. 

I  LOVE,  I  doat,  I  rave  with  pain. 
No  quiet's  ia  my  mind. 
Though  ne'er  could  be  a  happier  fwain. 
Were  Sylvia  lefs  unkind. 


lor 
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For  when,  as  long  her  chains  I  've  worn, 

I  afk  relief  from  fmart. 
She  only  gives  me  looks  of  fcorn  ; 

Alas!  'twill  break  my  heart ! 

My  rivals,  rich  in  worldly  (lore. 

May  offer  heaps  of  gold. 
But  furely  I  a  heaven  adore. 

Too  precious  to  be  fold  ; 
Can  Sylvia  fuch  a  coxcomb  prize. 

For  wealth,  and  not  defert; 
And  my  poor  fighs  and  tears  defpife.? 

Alas,  'twill  break  my  heart .' 

When,  like  feme  panting,  hovering  dove, 

1  for  my  blifs  contend. 
And  plead  the  caufe  of  eager  love. 

She  coldly  calls  me  friend. 
Ah,  Sylvia  !  thus  in  vain  you  ftrive 

To  aft  a  healer's  part,    ■ 
'Twill  keep  but  lingering  pain  alive, 

Alas !  and  break  my  heart. 

When,  on  my  lonely,  penfive  bed 

I  lay  me  down  to  reft. 
In  hope  to  calm  my  raging  head. 

And  cool  my  burning  breaft. 
Her  cruelty  all  eafe  denies ; 

With  fome  fad  dream  I  ftart. 
All  drown'd  in  tears  I  find  my  eyes. 

And  breaking  feel  my  heart. 


Then 
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jThcn  rifing,  through  the  path  1  rove. 

That  leads  me  where  llie  dwells, 
(Where  to  the  fenfelefs  waves  my  love 

Its  mournful  ftorj'  tells : 
With  fighs  I  dew  and  kifs  the  door. 

Till  morning  bids  depart ; 
Then  vent  ten  thoufand  fighs  and  more  : 

Alas  I  'twill  break  my  heart ! 

But,  Sylvia,  when  this  conqued  *s  won, 

Aod  I  am  dead  and  cold. 
Renounce  the  cruel  deed  you  'vc  done. 

Nor  glory  when  'tis  told ; 
For  every  lovely  generous  maid 

Will  take  my  injur'd  part. 
And  curfe  thee,  Sylvia,  I  'm  afraid. 

For  breaking  my  poor  heart. 

PROLOGUE 

TO      N.      LEE'S 

CONSTANTINE    THE    GREAT. 

WHAT  think  ye  meant  wife  Providence,  when  firft 
Poets  were  made  ?  I'd  tell  you,  if  I  durft, 
1  hat  'twas  in  contradidion  to  heaven's  word. 
That  when  its  fpirit  o'er  the  waters  ftirr'd, 
When  it  faw  all,  and  faid  that  all  was  good. 
The  creature  Poet  was  not  underftood  : 

Vol.  XV.  Q^  For, 
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For,  were  it  worth  the  pains  of  fix  long  days. 

To  mould  retailers  of  dull  third-day  plays, 

That  ftarve  out  threefcore  years  in  hopes  of  bays  ? 

*Tis  plain  they  ne'er  were  of  the  firft  creation, 

Eut  came  by  meer  equivocal  generation  i 

Like  rats  in  fhips,  without  coition  bred. 

As  hated  too  as  they  are,  and  unfed. 

Nature  their  fpecies  fure  mufl:  needs  difown, 

^Scarce  knowing  Poets,  lefs  by  Poets  known. 

Yet  this  poor  thing,  fo  fcorn'd  and  fet  at  nought. 

Ye  all  pretend  to,  and  would  fain  be  thought. 

Difabled  wafting  Whore-mafters  are  not 

Prouder  to  own  the  brats  they  never  got. 

Than  fumbling,  itching  rhy  ners  of  the  town 

T'  adopt  fome  bafe-born  fom;  that  's  not  their  owru 

Spite  of  his  ftate,  my  Lord  fonietirnes  defcends. 

To  pleafe  the  importunity  of  friends. 

The  dulleft  he,  thought  moft  for  bulinefs  fit. 

Will  venture  his  bought  place  to  aim  at  wit ; 

And  though  he  fmks  with  his  employs  of  ftate. 

Till  common  fenfe  forfake  hira,  he  '11  tranflate. 

The  Poet  and  the  Whore  alike  complains. 

Of  trading  quality,  that  fpoil  their  gains ; 

The  lords  will  write,  and  ladies  will  have  fwalns! 

Therefore  all  you  who  have  male  iiTue  born 

Under  the  ftarving  fign  of  Capricorn, 

Prevent  the  malice  of  their  ftars  in  time. 

And  warn  them  er.rly  from  the  fm  of  rhyme  : 

Tell  them  how  Spenfer  ftarv'd,  how  Co.vley  niourn'd. 

How  Butler's  faith  and  fervice  was  return'd ; 

And 


PROLOGUE  TO  CONSTANTINE.     227 

And  if  fuch  warning  they  refufe  to  take. 
This  laft  experiment,  O  parents  make  ! 
With  hands  behind  them  fee  th'  offender  ty'd. 
The  parifh  whip  and  beadle  by  his  fide ; 
Then  lead  him  to  fome  rtall  that  does  cxpofe 
The  authors  he  loves  molt ;  there  rub  his  nofe. 
Till,  like  a  fpaniel  lafh'd  to  know  command. 
He  by  the  due  correflion  underftand. 
To  keep  his  brain  clean,  and  not  foul  the  land ; 
Till  he  againft  his  nature  learn  to  ftrive. 
And  get  the  knack  of  dulnefs  how  to  thrive, 

THE    D  E  G  I  N"  N  I  N  C;    OF 

A         PASTORAL 

O   N      T   H   E 

DEATH    OF    HIS    LATE    MAJESTY. 

WHAT  horror  's  this  that  dwells  upon  the  plain. 
And  thus  difturbs  the  {hepherds'  peaceful  reign  ? 
A  difraal  found  breaks  through  the  yielding  air, 
Forewarning  us  fome  dreadful  ftorm  is  near. 
The  bleating  flocks  in  wild  confufion  ftray. 
The  early  larks  forfake  their  wandering  way. 
And  ceafe  to  welcome-in  the  new-born  day. 
Each  nymph  poffed  with  a  dilkaftcd  fear, 
Diforder'd  han^s  her  loofe  difhevei'd  hair. 

Difeafcs 
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Difeafes  with  her  ftrong  convulfions  reign. 
And  deities,  not  known  before  to  painj 
Are  now  with  apopleftic  feizures  flain. 
Hence  flow  our  forrows,  hence  increafe  our  fears. 
Each  humble  plant  does  drop  her  filver  tears. 
Ye  tender  lambs,  ftray  not  fo  faft  away, 
'To  weep  and  mourn  let  us  together  flay  : 
O'er  all  the  univerfe  Jet  it  be  fpread. 
That  how  the  fhepherd  of  the  flock  is  dead. 
The  royal  Pan,  that  fhepherd  of  the  fheep. 
He,  who  to  leave  his  flock  did  dying  weep. 
Is  gone,    ah  gone!    ne'er  to  return  from  Death's 
eternal  fleep ! 
Begin,  Damela,  let  thy  numbers  fly 
Aloft  where  the  foft  milky  way  does  lie ; 
Mopfus,  who  Daphnis  to  the  fiars  did  fmg. 
Shall  join  with  you,  and  thither  waft  our  king. 
Play  gently  on  your  reeds  a  mournful  fl:rain. 
And  tell  in  notes,  through  all  th'  Arcadian  plain. 
The  royal  Pan,  the  fhepherd  of  the  fheep. 
He,  who  to  leave  his  flock  did  dying  we^p. 
Is  gone,   ah  gone!    ne'er  to  return  from  Death's 
eternal  fleep! 


I 


} 
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